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FT a Nat Mom 1 
Mes ;-Ontly" ON" T toll e e 1 it 
ſ within. Dis en 8 monſtrous, and 
5 oy men es 7 00 DMG EL a 


Oak. [within.] But, my-D Dear! n 100 
1 —_ Nay, nay, etre. 
G7 * * 3 ne oy lsgb within. 


| Enter Mes. Sram bk | — yp a Litter, | 
"It OAK LV Following. 


Mrs. Onk. Say what you will, Mr, Oakly, 
900 {ſhall ine me, but this is 


- - Oak] kan aff ga, hy Led 
Mrs. Oak. 12 Etve e I know 
vour— Tell y -- this kpſtant, every 
Circumſtance ſetug to/this etter. 
O’ HO a tell you, when you 
will not fo much àð fet me ſee it? 
Ms. Oak. Look you, Mr. Oakly, this 


Uſage is not co be borne. Tou take 4 


$543 by * ; =P 12 8 8 | Plea» 
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Pleaſure in abuſing my Tenderneſs and 
ſoft Diſpoſition.— To be perpetually run- 
ning over the whole Town, nay the whole 
Kingdom too, in perſuit of your Amours! 
—Did not I diſcover that you was great 
with Mademoiſelle, my own Woman ?— 
Did not you contra& a. ſhameful Familia- 
rity with Mrs. Freeman? Did not I detect 
your Intrigue with Lady Wealthy ?—Way 
not you 
Oak. Ovation the Grand Turk 
himſelf has not half ſo many Miſtreſſes 
You throw me out of all Patience—Do I 
know any body bur our common Friends? 
—Am I viſited by any body, that does 
not viſit you? Do I ever go out, unleſs 
you go with me? — And am I not as con- 
Rtancly by your Side, as if I was tied to 
your Apron Strings? 
Mrs. Oak. Go, ! go, you are a' falſe 
Man— Have not I found you out 
a thouſand Times? And have not I this 
— a Letter in my Hand, which 
convinces me of your Baſeneſs? Let 
me know the whole Affair, or I e ee 
Oak. Let you know? Let me know 
what you would have of me—You ſtop 
my Letter before it comes to my Hands, 
and then expect that I ſhou'd know the 
ent of it. 
Mrs. Oak. Heaven be rait I ſtopt 


1.— ä e * theſe Doings for 
ſome 


- 


Mrs, Oak. Ay, go, you cruel Man !— 


Vexation. 


delicate a Conſtitution? 


Ls 


TAE JEAtovus WIT E. 5 


ſome Time paſt But the Letter informs 
me who ſhe is, and Fll be revenged on 
her ſufficiently. Oh, you baſe Man, you! 
Oak. I beg, my Dear, that you would 
moderate your Paſſion!—Shew me the 
Letter, and I'll convince you of my lr 
nocence. | 
Mrs. Oak. Dc !—Abominable "as 
Tdrdteiice But I am not to be made 
ſuch a Fool I am convinced of your Per- 
fidy, and every ſure that — | 
Oak. *Sdeath and Fire! your Paſſ ion 
hurries you out of your; Senſes. .= Will 
you hear me? * 
Mrs, Oak. No, you are 2 1 ** Man; 1 — 
1 will not hear you. 
Oak. Why then, my Dear, ſince you 
will neither talk reaſonably yourſelf, nor 
liſten ro Reaſon from me, I {hall take my 
Leave till you are in a better Humour. 
So, your Servant! I Going. 


Go to your. Miſtreſſes, and leave your 
poor Wife to her Miſeries.-How unfor- 
tunate a Woman am 11—1 could die with 


[ Throwing ber ſelf into a Chair. 
Oak. There it is—Now dare not I ſtir a 


Step furrher—If I offer to go, ſhe is in 


one of her Fits in an Inſtant—Never ſure 
was Woman at once of ſo violent and fo 
What ſhall I 
A 3 | ſay 


ſay to Ck 1 Nay; never make 
Thyſelf ſo unealy, my Dear———Come, 
come, you know I love Laut wg 6. n 
ron {hall be convinced. 

Mrs. Oak. I know n * me; __ 
aint your Unkindneſs and Barbariry will 
be the Death of me. [ Whining. 
Oak. Do' nor-vex yourſelf at this Rate 
I love you moſt paſſionately—Indeed 1 
do This muſt be ſome Miſtake. 

on. _ O, I am an unhappy Woman! 

"[Weeping. 

Ork. Dry up ey Tears, my Love, and 
be comforted! You witf find that I am 
not to blame in this Matter Come, let 
me ſee this Letter. Nay, you ſhall not 
- R [ Taking the Letter. 

Mrs. Oak: There! take it, Jou! know | 
the Hand, I am ſure. 

Oak. Ti o Charles Oakly, Eſq; TRead) 18. 
— Hand! Tis a Clerk-like Hand, iudeeckt 
a good round Text! and was OG 
neyer penned by a fair Lad. 
Mrs. Oak. Ay, laugh at me, en. 

Oak. Forgive me, my Love, I did not 
mean to laugh at thee- ——But what 
ſays the Letter? Reading. Daughter 
eloped— You muſt be privy to it — Scandalous 
— Diſhonourable — Satisfaction — 8 

ADs , um, um —injured dos, 
e e 8a 58 E 9 0 
wil 55 | Mrs. 


1 /& ; f * 
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Mrs. Oak. | Riſing.] Well; Sir Vu ſee 
| 1 detected you Tell me this In- 
any where ſhe is concealed. 
Oak. Se lee ae mh 
a ſhock'd——— I To himſelf. 
Mrs. Oak. What are you confounded 
with your- Guilt?! Have I ee you at 
lat? b 
Oak. O that e Charles! To decoy 
a young Lady from her Parents in the 
Country! The; Profligacy of the young, 
Fellows of $652 N 15: abominable. 101 
| ferry f [-Zo. himſelf. 
% Br: Oak: (Half 75 2 mmufing] Char- 
| EEO Tons leg —r>——Charley'eNo! — 
Impoſſible. This i is all a Trick 
Oak. He hay ran en OY this poor 
oy Io himſelf. 
Mrs. Oak. Art! Art! all Arr!—There% 
a ſudden Turn now !—You-- have 3 
Wir for Intrigue, Aid: 0t" 
Oak. Such an abandoned AQion Lek 
with I had never had the Care of him. 
[To W 
Mrs. Oak. Mighty fine, Mr. Oakly!— 
po on Sir, go on ll ſee what you. mean. 
Your Aſſurance provokes me beyond 
your very Falſhood itſelf.— So you imagi- 
ne, Sir, that this affected Concern, this 
flimſy Pretence about Charles, is to bring 
vou off — Matchleſs Confidence! But 1 
am armed againſt every Thing. I am 
= A 4 pre- 


8 TRE JEATOUS WIFE. 


| prepar'd- for all your dark Schemes; I am 


aware of all your low Stratagems. 
' Oak. See there now! Was ever any 
Thing ſo provoking? To perſevere in your 
ridiculous — For Heaven's Sake, my 
Dear, don't diſtract me. When you ſee 
my Mind thus agitated and uneaſy, that 
a young Fellow, whom his dying Father, 
my own. Brother, committed to my Care, 
ſhould be guilty of ſuch enormous Wicked» 
neſs; I ſay, when you are witneſs of my 
Diſtreſs on this Occaſion,” how can you 
be weak enough and cruel enough to 


Mrs. Oak. Prodigiouſly well, Sir! Lou 


Fe it very well. —Nay-keep it up, carry 


it on, there's nothing like going through 


with it. O you artful Creature! But, Sir, 
Tam not to be ſo eaſily ſatisfied. —I do not 


believe a Syllable of all this Give me 
the Letter ¶ Snatching: the Letter. 
You ſhall ſorely repent this vile Buſineſs, 
for I am reſolved that 1 will know the 


rer 00. 243 5k 1 


8 Solus. 


| Oak. This is beyond all Na 
Provoking Woman'—Her abſurd Suſpi- 


ctons interpret every Thing the wrong 


Way. She delights to make me wretched, 


becauſe ſhe ſees I am attached to her, and 


converts my Tenderneſs and Affection into 
8 . Inſtruments . * own Torture. 


But 


2 
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But this ungracious Boy -In how many 
Troubles will he involve his own and this 
Lady's Family — I never iĩmegin'd that 
he was of ſuch e e HFS" 
here he comes 


Her Major Oaxuy, and CHARLES. 
-' Char. Good morrow, Sir! 
= Good-morrow , — good 
morrowI What! you have been at the 
old Work, I find. I heard you ding! 
dong bfaith!—She has rung a noble Peal 
in Four Ears.—Bur how now? Why ſure 
you've had a remarkable warm Bout ont. 
You ſeem” more ruffled than uſual. 


F 2 


Oak. IJ am, indeed, Brother rhanks 
ro that young Gentleman there.— Have a 
Care Charles! you may be called to a 
ſevere Account for this. The Honour of 
a Family, Sir, is no ſuch lighr Matter. : 

Char. Sir! I 


© Maj. Hey-day! What has a Curtains 
Lecture produced a Lecture of Ban 
What is all this? 


: Oak. To a profligate Mind, perhaps, 
theſe Things may appear 2grecable in the 
Beginning — Zut don't vun crewhls ar the 
Conſequences? Pony 

Char. I ſee, Sir, that you are e diſpleaſed 
with me, but I am quite at a Loſs how 1 N 
gueſs at the Occaſion, ) 71 


4 Fa : 
C 


. > os $124 41 
4 * Oak. 
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Oak. Tell n Sir ee is Miſs 
Harriot Ruſſet? F 
Char. | NO. Harrior Ruſſer—Sir—Ex: 
Plain. 1 bob F [ 
Oak. e not you deceyd . from 
her Father? 
har. II Decoy'd her Decoy d my 
Harriot!— I would ſooner; die than do her 
the leaſt Injury. What can this mean? 
Maj. I believe the young Dog has 200 
at her, after all. 
Oal. I was in Renee bene you had 
bene Principles. But there's a Letter 
juſt come from her Father _ 
Char. A Letter What Lexter? Dear 
"WF give it me. Some Intelligence of 
my Harriot, Major! The Letter, Sir, 
the Letter this Moment, for , Heaven's 
BIR. 
Oak. Tf Bis Werth, charles, tends ta 
prove your Innocence 5 
Char. Dear Sir, excuſe me TII prove 
any Thing Let me but ſee this Letter, 
and 11. nnen | 
Oak, Ler you ſee it pea dbl hardly | 
get a Sight of it myſelf Mrs. Oakly has it. 
” Char. Has the” got e il be 
with you again directly. Exit haſtily. 
Maj. Hey-day ! The Devil in the Boy! 
What a fiery Set of People! By my Troth, > 
I éthink the whole Family is turner of 4 


Nothing but Combuſtibles. O D e enn 
Oak. f 


G 


20 
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Oak. I like his Emotion. It looks well. 


| Ie may ſerve too to convince my Wife of 


the Folly. of her Suſpicions. Would to 
Heav'n I cou d quiet them for ever! 
Maj. Why pray now, my dear naughty 


Brother, what heinous Offence have you 


committed this Morning? What new Cauſe 
of Suſpicioni—You have been aſking one 


of the Maids to mend your Ruffle, I ſup= 


poſe, or have been hanging your Head 
out of Window, when a De young 
Woman has paſt by, or — 

Oak. How: can you trifle with my Diſ- 
treſſes, Major f Did not I al en it 


Was about a Letter? 
aj. A Letter l- ee e 


Circumſtance ro-be ſure What, and the 


Seal a True-Lover's Knot now, hey! or 


an Heart trans fixt with Darts; or poſſibly 
the Wax bore the induſtrious Impreſſion 
of a Thimble; or perhaps the Folds were 


lovingly connected by a Wafer, pricked 


With a Pin, and the Direction written in 
a vile Scrawl, and not a Word ſpelt as it 
Mould be; ha! ha! ha! 


Oab. Pooh! Brother Whatever. it 


magenband you Had, Vn Kihare - 


les, not for me This un ee 
lou is the Devil. 

Maj. Mere matrimonial Bleſſings and 
dowefick Comfort, Brother; Jealouly- is 
2 certain Sign, of Lo PPC... 
112 | Oat: 


* 


a> 
» 


=, 
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| Oak. Love! it is this very Love that 
bath made us both ſo miſerable— Her 
Love for me has confined me to my Houſe, 
like a State Priſoner, without the Liberty 
of ſeeing my Friends, or the Uſe of Pen, 
Ink, and Paper; while my Love for her 
bas made ſuch a Fool of me, that I have 
never had the Spirit to contradi@ her. 
Maj. Ay, ay, there you've hit it; Mrs. 
Oakly would make an excellent Wife, if 
vou did but know how to manage her. 
Oak. Vou are a rare Fellow, indeed 
to talk of managing a Wife A de- 
bauch'd Batchelor —A” rattle-brain'd; 
rioting, Fellow avis have pick'd up 
your Common-place Notions of Women 
in | Bagnios, | Taverns,” and the Camp; 
whoſe moſt refined Commerce with the 
Sex, has been in order to delude Country 
Girls at your Quarters, or to beſiege the 
Virtue of Abigails, Milliners or Mantua- 
maker's Prentices. 
Maj. So much the better 1805 muck 
the better! Women are all alike in the 
— main, Brother, high or low, married or 
ſingle; Quality or no Quality. I have 
found them ſo , from a maya: or to 
a Milkmaid. | 
Oak. Your ſavage Notions are ridien- 
lous. What do you know of a Huſband's 
Feelings ?—You, who compriſe all your 
Goon in your- Honour, as you- ol 
0 it! 


/ 
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it!—Dead to all Sentiments of Delicacy, 
and incapable of any but the groſſeſt At- 


tachments to Women. This is your 


boaſted Refinement, your thorough Know- 
ledge of the World! While, with regard 
to Women, one poor Train of Thinking, 
one. narrow Ser of Ideas, like the Uni- 
form of the Ne ſerves re whole 
Corps. 1 | 

Maj. very ines Brother !— There's 
common-place for you with a Vengeance. 
Henceforth, expec no Quarter from me. 
—l[ tell you again and again, I know the 
Sex better than you do. They all love 
to give themſelves: Airs, and to have 
Power: Every Woman is a Tyrant at 
the Bottom. But they cou'd never make 
a Fool of me. No, no! No Woman 
ſhould ever domineer over _— let * 
be Miſtreſs or Wifſ. 

Oab. Single Men can be no o Judges ir in 
theſe Caſes. They muſt happen in all 
Families. — But when Things are driven to 
Extremities To ſee a Woman in Unea- 
ſineſs A Woman one loves too 
One's Wife Who can withſtand it 
Vou neither ſpeak nor think like a Man 
that has lov'd, and been married, Major! 
Maj. I wiſh Lcould hear 2 married Man 
ſpeak my Language Pm a Batchelor, 
it's true; but I am no bad Judge of your 
n for all that. IL knO. yours and Mrs 

Oakly's 


T4 TAE JEALOUS Wir E. 


Oakly's Diſpoſition to an Hair. She is all 


Imperuofiry and Fire. — A very Maga- 
zine of Touchwood and Gunpowder:— 


Vou are hot enough too upon Occaſion, 


but then it's over in an Inſtant. In comes 


Love and conjugal Affection, as you call 
it; — that is, mere Folly and Weakneſs 


And you ers off your Forces, juſt when - | 


you ſhou'd perſue the Attack, and follow 
your Advantage. Havezat' her with Spirit, 
and the Day's your own, Brother! 

Ona. I tell you, Brother, you miſtake 
the Matter. Sulkineſs, Fits, Tears 
Theſe, and ſuch as theſe, are the Things 
which make a feeling Man uneaſy. Her 
Paſſion and Violence haue not c half fuch 
an Effect on me. ach 1 


Maj. Why, then, you may b& a 


ſhe'll play that upon you, which ſhe finds 
does moſt Execution. But you muſt be 
Proof againſt every Thing If ſhe's fu- 
rious, ſet Paſſion againſt Paſſion; if you 
find her at her Tricks, play off Art againſt 
Art, and foil her at her o-n POE. 
That's your Game, Brother! © ont 

Oak. Why, what wow'd you have me do? 

Maj. Do as you pleaſe; for one Month, 
ahiadhor! ſhe likes it or not; and, III 
anſwer for it, ſhe will conſent you "ſhall 
| go; as you pleaſe all her Life after. 
Ol. This is fine talking! :*You do not 
ander the Difficulty: tha 
HAS 15 Maj. 


4 


7 8 \ 
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Maj. You muſt overcome all Difficul- 
ties. Aſſert your Right boldly, Man! 
Give your on Orders to Servants, and 
ſee. they obſerve them; read your own 
Letters, and never let her have a Sight of 
them; make your own:Appointments, and 
never be perſuaded to break them; ſee 
what Company you like; ge out when 


1 you pleaſe; return when you pleaſe, and 


J ⁵ĩðW . 8 


— 


don't ſuffer yourſelf to be call'd to ac- 

count where you have been. In ſhort, 

do but ſhew- yourſelf a Man of Spirit, 

leave off whining about Love and Tender- 

gneſs, and Nonſenſe, and 1 5 een 4 
done, Brother! ET ——1 


jor! I ſee you're in che Rise. Tu: 40 t, 
Fl certainly dot. But then it hurts me 
to the Soul to think what Uneaſineßs I 
ſhall give her. The firſt Opening of my 
Deſign will throw her into Fits, and the 

Perſuit of it perhaps may be fatal. N 
41 Maj. Fits! Ha! ha! hal Fits rn 
Tl engage to cure her of her Fits. No- 
body ugderſfands Hyſterical Caſes better 
than I do: Beſides, my Siſter's Symptoms 
are not very dangerous. Did you ever 
hear of her falling into a Fit, When vou 
Was not by? Was ſhe ever found in 
Convulſions in her Cloſet? No, no, 
theſe Fits, the more Care you take of 
them, then more vou. will, increaſe the 
KAN 7 | Diſtem- 


5 TE JexrovsWigt. 
| Diſtemper: Let them alone, and they will 


4 wear themſelves out, I warrant you. 
Oak, True Very true You're ' wi. 
rainy in the Right — I'll follow your Ad- 
vice. Where do you dine voters lt PI 
order the Coach, and go with you. 
Maj. O brave! Keep up" this Spirit, 
and you're made for ever. 
Daf. You' 3 ſee now, Major! Who's 
there? | Enter” 
5 ae I ſhall dine out To- dap. 
Serv. The Coach, Sir! — Now? Sir! 
Oak." Ay, now immediately.” > ©! 
Now? Sir tb 


. ee erung wc Miſ 


4 4 
. 


Coach! Sir . 
* — Sirch! Do as 5 you're bid. Bid 

chem pur to this Inſtant. © > 

| dea er s —ves, * 

X Exit. 

81 Oak: Well, where ſhall: we line?“ RO 
Maj AC the Sr. Alban's, or where 4 

will. This is excellent, "if you do 


Hold 1 TOf en een 
Oak. T will have my own WayT am ts 
ALEC 2 77 bee n 195 

3 That's right. eee $0 93f | 

aal I am Steel. ia ra do mac 

1411 1 / Bravo!? 1 e 7 0 9 * CL wo 
Oak. Adaman rt. 


2 0 May. Braviſſimo! / er 803% rt: Ae 127 | 
1 Le what you'd wens cet: 
8 Maj. 
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Maj. Why, A won . Bur arg 


2 do it? 1  * | l 
"Oak. Iwill. VP 0 WY. 
Maj. You won't. "uw 


Oak. I will. Ill be a Fb to her no 
longer. —But hark-ye, Major! my Har 
and Sword lie in my Study. Pl go and 
ſteal them out, while ſhe is buſy talking 
with Charles. 


Maj. Steal them! For Shame! Prithee 
take them boldly, call for them, make 
bring them to you here, and go out 
with Spirit, in the Face of FORE: whole 
ee 
Oak. No, "es pom are wrong 
Let her rave after I am gone, and when 
I return, you know, I ſhall exert myſelf 
with more Propriety, after this "Pen 
Aﬀfront to her Authority. ' _- 

Maj. Well, take your own Way. 

- Oak. Ay, et. e it, 
ler r me eee re oat 


Major OA ins | 


Maj. Manage it! Ay, to be ſure, you're 
a rare Manager! Ir is dangerous, they fay, 
to meddle between Man and Wife. I am 
no great Favourite of Mrs. Oakly's already; 
and in a Week's Time I expect to have 
the Door ſhut in my Teeth.” 


x Vor. III. 3 Eurer 


this Intelligence? 
Father. 
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Wee Ti en CARL ts: 5 


How now, Charles, what News? 


Char. Ruin'd and undone? She's gone; 
Uncle! My Harriot's loſt for eve. 
Maj. Gone off with a , Man ?- I 
thought ſo: they are all alike. 
Char. O no! Fled to avoid that nacefut 


| March with Sir Harry Beagle. 


Maj. Faith, a Girl of Spirit!—Joy ! 


Charles, I give you Joy; ſhe's your own, 
my Boy !—A Fool and a great Eſtate! De. 
viliſh ſtrong Temptations!” 


Char. A Wretch! I was ſure ſhe wou'd | 
never think of him. © 3 


1 Fif 4 


Maj. No! to- be- ſure R me to 


your Modeſty! Refuſe Five Thoufand a 
Year, and a Baronet, for pretty Mr. Char- 
les Oakly! It is true, indeed, that the 


Looby has not a ſingle Idea in his Head, 
beſides a Hound; a Hunter, a five-barred 


Gate, and @ Horſe Race: But then he's 


rich, and that will qualify his Abſurdities. 


Money is a wonderful Improver of the 


But whence comes all 


FN 


Underſtanding. 


Char. In. an angry Letter fe her 
How miſerable I am! If I had 


not offended my Harriot, much offended 
her by that fooliſh Riot and Dy oben by 
your Houſe in the Country, ſhe wou 

certainly at ſuch a Time have taken Re- 
wu in my Arms, 


Maj. 
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Maj. A very agreeable Refuge for a 


young Lady to be ſure, and extremely 
decent! 7 


Char. I am all. Uneaſineſs. Did not ſhe 
tell me, that ſhe trembled at the Thoughts 
of having truſted her Affections with a 
Man of ſuch a wild Diſpoſition? What 
a Heap of Extravagancies was Þ guilty of! 
Maj. Extravagancies with a Witneſs! 
Ab, you filly. young Dog, you wou'd 
ruin yourſelf with her Father, in ſpite of 
all I cou'd do. There you fat, as drunk 
as a Lord, telling the old Gentleman the 


- whole Affair, and ſwearing you would 


drive Sir Harry Beagle out of the Country, 
though I kept winking and nodding, pul- 
ling you by the Sleeve, and kicking your 
Shins under the Table, in Hopes of ſtop- 
ping you, but all to no Purpoſe: + | 
(bar. What Diſtreſs may ſhe be in at 
this Inſtant! Alone and defenceleſs! 
Where; Where can ſhe. be? 

Maj. What Relations or r Friends — ſhe 

Town? 201 

Cbar. Relations! Lent me om e I 


have 'it,—1If, ſhe is in Town, ten to one 


but ſhe is ar her Aunt's, wy een 
III go thicher immediately. 
Maj. Lady Freelove's! Hold, hold, Char: 
les Do you know her Ladyſhip 7; 
Char. Not much; but Ill break through 
all Forms, to gerte wy, Har riot. 
DIES B 2 Maj. 


20 TAE 12 ALous WI F E. | 
Maj. I do know her Ladythip. 


Char. Well, and what do you know ind | 


her? 
Maj. O nothing! —Her Ladyſhip i is 
a Woman of the World, that's all 


She'll introduce Harrior to . beſt Com | 


pany. 1 
Char. What do you mean? 
Maj. Yes, yes, I wou'd truſt a Wife, 
or a Daughter, or a Miſtreſs with Lady 
Freelove, to be ſure!—I tell you what, 
Charles! you're a good Boy, but you don't 
know the World. Women are fifty Times 
oftner ruined by their Acquaintance with 
each other, than by their Attachment to 
Men. One' thorough -paced Lady will 

train up a thouſand Novices. That Lady 
Freelove is an arrant By the Bye, 
did not ſhe, laſt Summer, make formal 
Propoſals to Harriot's ae from Lord 
Trinket? + e 

Char. Ves! but they were were 
with the utmoſt Contempt. The old 


Gentleman, it ſeems, hates a ers, and | 


he told her ſo in plain Terms. 

Maj. Such an Averſion to the Nobility 
may not run in the Blood. The Girl, T 
warrant you, has no Objection. How- 
ever, if ſhe's there, watch her narrowly, 
Charles! Lady Freelove is as miſchievous 
as a Monkey, and as cunning too.— Have 
* * of her. I ſay, e a Care of — 5 
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Char. If ſhe's there, I'll' have her out 
of the Houſe within this Half Hour, or 
ſer Fire to it. 

Maj. Nay, now you're too violent.— 
Stay a Moment, and we'll conſider rn 
ay to be done. | | 


8 OAK LY. 


Oak. Come, is the Coach ready? Let 
us be gone. Does Charles go with us? 
Char. I go with you! —Whar can 1 
do? I am fo vext and diſtracted, and ſo 
many Thoughts croud in upon me, I don't 
know which Way to turn myſelf. _ 
Mrs. Oak. Iwiehin.] The Coach! 
Dines out! Where is your Maſter? 
On. Zouns! Brother, Fe the is! 


Enter Mrs. OAR L x, 


Mrs. Oak. Pray, Mr. Oakly, what is the 
Matter you cannot dine at Home Arne ? 

Oak. Don't be uneaſy, my Dear 
I have a little Buſineſs to ſertle with my 
Brother; ſol am only juſt going to Dinner 
with him and Charles to the Tavern. 

Mrs. Oak. Why cannot you ſettle your 
Buſineſs here as well as at a Tavern? But 
it is ſome of your Ladies Buſineſs, I ſup- 
poſe, and ſo you mult get rid of my Com- 
pany—— This is Saleſly Ne B, * 
jor 


1 ͤöĩð§ 
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22 Tarr Jrarovs Wire: 


Maj. Lord! Siſter, what ' ſignifies) it, 
whether a Man dines at home or . 80 
I Cooly. 

Mrs. dat. It ſignifies a great deal, Sir! 
And 1 don't cbuſe 

Maj. Phoo! Let him go, my dear Siſter, 
let him go! He will be ten times better 
Company when he comes back. I tell you 
what, Siſter You, fit at home till you 
are quite tired of one another, and then 

ou grow croſs, and fall out. If you 
wou'd but part a little now and then, you 
might meet again in good Humour. 

Mrs. Oak. I beg, Major Oakly , that 
you wou'd trouble. yourſelf about your 
own Affairs; and let me tell you, Sir, 
that I 

Oak. Nay, do not pur thyſelf into a 
Paſſion with the Major, my Dear —lt is 
not his Fault; and I and come back to 
auer very ſoon. 

Mrs. Oak. Come bockt il © Whey: need 
you go out*—lI know well N when 
you mean to deceive me: For then there 
is always a Pretence of dining with Sir 
John, or my Lord, or Somebody; but 
when you tell me, chat you are going to 
a Tavern „it's fuch a barefac'd Aﬀront——— 

-- Oak. This is ſo ſtrange now Why, 
my Dear, I ſhall only juſt: 


Mr. Oak. Only juſt go after che Lady 
"Oak. 


ws = We a * 
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me another Time, Major. 
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- Oak. Well, well, I won't go then.— 
Will that convince you? ll ſtay with 
you; uy Dear! Will that Ert you? 
Maj. For Shame! ar a ou] ; 
if you are a Man. [ Apart ih 
- Oak. She has been ſo are between 
vext this Morning already, Imuſt ſt Oakly. * 
humour her a little now. I and the 
Maj. Fie! fie! Go on, or _ g 
you re undone.” . 
Oak. You ſee it's impoſſible Ts 
[To Mrs. OAKL V.] Fl Gao at home with 


Thee, my Love. 0 
Nes. Oak.. Ay, ay, pray do! Sir! 
Dine at a Tavern indeed! [Gaing. 


Oak. ¶ Returning.] Lou oy depend on 


Maj. Steel and Adamant!- Ah! Fra kd 
Mrs. Oak. [Returning.} Mr. Oakly ! 
Oak, O my Dear! 93-448 © [Eveunt. 


W 8 a Major OARL x, _—_ Fa a 4 
Maj. Ha! ha! ha! There's a Picture of 
Reſolution. There goes a Philoſopher for 
you! Ha! Charles 
Char. O Uncle! I have no Spirits to 


laugh now. 
Maj. So! J have a fine Time ont, he 


tween you and my Brother. Will you 


meet me to Dinner at the St. Alban's by 


Four? We'll drink her Health, and think 


of _ Affair. 
B 4 Char. 
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.. Char. Don't depend on me. I ſhall be 
running all over the Town. in Perſuit of 
my Harriot. I have been conſidering what 
you have ſaid, but at all Events Fil go 
directly to Lady Freelove's. If I find her 
not there, which Way I ſhall dire& my- 
ſelf, Heaven knows. | 

Maj. Hark'ye, Charles! If you meet 
with Her, you may be at a Loſs. Bring 
2 to my Houſe. I have a ſnug Room, 
a" | | 
Char. Phoo!. neithee , Vacle, dow 
trifle with me now. 

Maj. Well, ſeriouſly they, my Houſe 
is at your Service. kn 

-. Char. I thank you: But I muſt be gone. 
Maj. Ay, ay, bring her to my Houſe, 
and we'll ſettle the whole Affair for you. 
You ſhall clap her into. a Poſt-Chaiſe, take 
the n of our Regiment along with 
you, wheel her down to Scotland, and 


when you come back, ſend to ſettle her 
Fortune with her Father: That's the 
modern. Art of making Love, Charles! - 

| Damen 


| „„ þ 
END of the FIRST r | 
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ACTIL 


nt a 3 in the Boa and 025 
| Inn. | 


. Enter Sir 3 BEACLE, and To u. 


EN Guineas a Mare, and a 
| Sir Har 25 3 i Crown the Man? Hey, Tom! 

Tom. Ves, your Honour. T 

Sir H. "Ae are you ſure, Tom, 9 — 
there is no Flaw in his Bloodꝰ. 

Jom. He's as good a Thing, Sir, 8 
as little beholden to the Ground, as any 
Horſe that ever went over the Tarf upon 
four Legs. Why, here's his wROM WG 
| . your Honour! 

Sir H. Is it atteſted? _ _ 

Tom. Very well atteſted: It is ſi ed 
by Jack Spur, and my Lord Startall. 

-. [Giving the Pedigree. 

Sir E. Let me ſee— Reading] — Tom 
come | tickle me was out of the famous 
Tantwivy Mare, by Sir Aaron Driver's 
Cheſnut Horſe White Stockings. White 
Stockings his Dam, was got by Lord 
Hedge's South Barb, full Siſter to the 
Proſerpine Filley, and his Sire Tom Jones; 
his Grandam was the Iriſh Ducheſs, and 
his Grandſire Squire n $ Trajan; his 

great 
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great Grandam, and great, great, Gran- 
dam, were New market pegg y and Black 
Moll, and his great Griadfice, and great 
great Grandſire, were Sir Ralph Whip's Re- 
gulus, and the famous Prince Anamaboo. 


an 
| Jonun +. SPUR, 
$ A (TAE ern A WOOL 


bear the World. 

Sir H. Well then, well chink on't. 
But pox on't, Tom, I have cerrainly 
knock'd up my little roan Gelding, in this 
damn'd wild-gooſe Chace of threeſcore 
Miles an end. 5 

Tom. He's deadly blown to be ſure, 
your Honour; and I am afraid we are 
upon a wrong Scent after all. Madam 
Harriot certainly took a · erooſs the Coun- 
try. inſtead of coming on to London. 
Sir H. No, no; we trac'd her all the 
Way up But dye hear, Tom, look out 
among the Stables and Repoſitories here 
in Town, for a ſmart Road-Nag, and a 
muy Horſe to carry a Portmantua. © 

Tom. Sir Roger Turf's Horſes are to be 
fold—T1 ſee if there's ever a right Thing 


„ I OP" Sir, you would 
have 


© ' 
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have one ſomewhat ſtronger than Snip— 
I don't think he's quite enough of a Hor 
for your Honour, ee 
Sr H. Not enough of a Horſe! Sip 8a 
powerful Gelding; Maſter of two Stone 
more than my Weight. If Snip ſtands 
ſound, I would not take a hundred Gui- 
neas for him. Poor Snip! Go into the 
Stable, Tom. See they give him a warm 
Maſh, and look ar his Heels and his Eyes. 
—But where's Mr. Ruſſet all this while? 
Tom. I left the Squire at Breakfaſt on a 
cold Pigeon- Pye, and enquiring after Ma- 


dam Harriot in the Kitchen. I'll let him 


know your Honour would be n to ſee i 
him here. 

Sim. H. Ay, do: But hark'ye Tom, be 
Fo you take Care of Snip. | 

Tom. Til warrant your Honettr. | 
- Sir H. I'll be down in eue Stables my- 


ſelf by and bj. ; n — u. 


Sir Harry ſolus. 


Let me ſee Out of the famous 
Tantwivy by White Stockings: White 
Stockings his Dam, full Siſter to the Pro- 
ſerpine Filley, and his Sire—Pox on't,, how 
unlucky it is, that this damn'd Accident 
thou'd happen in the Newmarket Week! 
Ten to one I loſe my Match with 
Lord Choakjade, by nor riding myſelf, and 
1 ſhall have n Opportunity to hedge my 
| Bets 
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Bets neither What a damn'd Piece of 


Work have I made on'tI—I have knock'd 


up poor Snip, ſhall loſe my Match, and 


as to Harriot, why, the Odds are chat 1 | 
loſe my Match there too A ſkittiſn 


young Tit! If I once get her tight in 
and, I'll make her wince for it. Her 
Eſtate join'd to my own, I would have 
the fineſt Stud, and the nobleſt Kennel in 
the whole Country- But here comes 
her Father, puffing and 8 like a 
End Horſe up Hill. pe 


1 Rus 8 E 1. 


- Roſ well, Sir Harry, have: you ws 
any Thing of her? 


Sir H. Ves, I have been aſking Then 


about her, and he ſays you may have her 
for Five Hundred Guineas. 


Nuſ. Five Hundred Guineas How dye 


mont[? Where is ſhe? Which Way did 
ſhe rake? 

Sir H. Why firſt ſhe went to Epſom, 
then to Lincoln, Nes rh rel and 
now ſhe is at York. _ 

- Ruſ. Impoſſible! She could not go over 
balf the: Ground in the Time. rr we 
Devil are you talking of? 


Sir H. Of the Mare you was juſt now | 


faying you wanted to buy. | 

RNuſ. The Devil take the Mare! 
Who wou'd think of her, when I am 
mad 
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mad about an Affair of fo much more 
enen ALL | 
Sir H. You ſeem'd anda lavowe: — a 
little while ago. She's a fine: Oy 1 
a Thing of Shape and Blood. " 
-- Ruf. Damn her Blood — 
My dear provoking Harriot! Where can 
he be? Have you's got 1 pgs. apr of 
er? © ans 
Sir H. No, Faith : not I: We ſeem to be 
quits thrown out here But however I 
have ordered Tom to try if he can hear 
«ny Thing of her among the Offlers. 
Ruſ. Why don't you enquire” after her 
yourſelf; > Why don't you run up and 
down the whole Town after her 
T'other young Raſcal knows where ſhe is, 
I warrant! you. What a Plague it is to 
have, a Daughter! When one loves her to 
Diſtra tion, and has toil'd and labour'd 
to make her happy, the ungrateful Slut 
will ſooner go to Hell her own Way 
But ſhe /hall have him -I will make her 
happy, if I break her Heart for it A pro- 
voking Gipſy !—To run away, and tor- 
ment her poor Father, that doats on her! 
Ill never ſee her Face again—Sir Harry, 
how can we get any Intelligence of her? 
Why don't you ſpeak? Why don't you 
tell me? Zouns! Vou ſeem as id 
ferent as if you did not care a nut 
about her. 2 


£81 


after her will coſt me a Thouſand 
it had not been for her, I wou'd not have 


ralk more to the Purpoſe- 
is too good for 'you—Yon don't deſerve 
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Sir H. Indifferent! You may well call 


—This damn'd Chace 
If 


me Indifferent 


been off the Courſe this Week, to have 


ſav'd;rbe_ Lives of my whole Vomit f 


TI., hold you Six to Two that 5 


Nu ſ. Zouns! Hold your, Tongue, or 
I ſwear, ſhe 


ſach a Wife—A fine, dear, ſweet, lovely, 
charming . Girl !—She'll break. my, Heart. 
How ſhall I find. her out Do, 
prithee, Sir Harry, my dear honeſt Friend, 
conſider how We may dite where She 


18 fled to. 


Sir H. Suppoſe you put an Advertiſe- 


ment into the News-papers, deſcribing 
her Marks, her Age, her Height, and 
where ſhe ſtray' d from. 1 recover d a bay 


Mare once by that Method. 
-Ruſc Advertiſe ber! What! Deſcribe 
my Daughter, and expoſe. her in the Pul- 


lick Papers, with a Reward for bringing 


her home, like Horſes, ſtolen or ſtray' d 
——Recover'd a bay Mare The 


Devil's in the Fellow i lle thinks of 


nothing but Racers, and bay Mares, and 


Stallions ———Sdearh!- I wiſh yo 77 


Sir H. LI wiſh Harriot was fully pee 


| ed. It wau'd, ſave Us bork. a deal of 


rouble. 


Ne. 


k 


. 
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Naſ. Which way ſhall I. turn myſelf! 
Al am half diſtra ed. Alf I go to 
that young Dog's Houſe, he has certainly 


conveyed her ſomewliere out of my Reach. 


Alf ſhe does not ſend to me To-day, 


III give her up for ever Perhaps 
though, ſhe may have met with ſome Ac+ 
cident, and has nobody to aſſiſt her. 
No, ſhe is certainly with that young Raſ- 
cal.—I wiſh {he was dead, and I was dead 
TY I ene young: Gab b n ane 


BY p 1 Tom. 3 
d I. Well, Tom, how:is poor Snip?- 
Jom. A litle better, Sir, after his 

"wand Maſh :! But Lady, the Pointing Bitch 

that followed you all the ane is deadly 

'Foot-foreimuwnc ne | 

* Ruſs Damn Snip and Lady 1 you 

heard any thing of Harriot ? 

Im. Why I eame on Purpoſe to let 
my Maſter and your Honour know, that 

John Oſtler ſays as how/, juſt ſuch a Lady, 

as; I told him Madam Harriot was, came 

here in a four-wheel Chaiſe, and was 


fetch'd away on after by a . deen in 
a Chariot n n | 


0: Raf. Did She come e 8 


- Tom... Quite alone, only. a. Servant- h 
Maid, pleaſe your Honour. 


Nu /e And what Part Pc the Tous: did 
ha 89 SEL En. LO E0 


— 


1 | 1 07lhs 
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Tom. John Oſtler ſays as how, They 


bid the N. gpn-grre. pt drive to Grof venor 


1 Ik, 
Sir H. Soho! puſs Voics! 


Rogu —He has got his Aunt to fe 

her from hence———Or elſe ſhe is with 
her own Aunt, Lady el 
both live in that Part of the Town. III 
go to his Houſe, and in the mean while, 
Sir Harry, You ſhall ſtep to Lady Free- 


_Jove's. We'll find Her, I warrant You. 


T'll teach my young Miſtreſs ro be gadding. 
She ſhall marry you To-night. Come 
along, Sir Harry, come b. We won't 
loſe a Minute. Come along 

Sir H. Soho! Hark forward! Wind 
em and crolp em! comer RNAS Voics! 
Voics! e OD: e Wg u 


SCENE ehnges 0 ON I Mrs 
O AKL fla. 

Mrs. Oak. After all, that Letter was 
hy intended for my Huſband. I fee 
phain enough They are all in a Plot againft 
Me. My Huſband intriguing, the Major 
\ working him up to affront me, Charles 


owning his Letters, and* ſo playing into 


each other's Hands. They think me a 
Fool I find But Tn be too much for 
Them yet I have defired to ſpeak 
"an * Oakly, and expect him here im- 
mediately. 


Neuf. She is certainly gone to that ar @ 


| 1 8 — is n open, 
and if he thinks my Anger abated, and 
my Suſpicions laid aſleep, he will certainly 
betray himſelf by his Behaviour. Pll aſ- 
ſume an Air of Good- humour, pretend to 
believe the fine Story they have trumped 
up, throw him off his Guard, and ſo 
draw the Secret out of him. Here He 
comes. How hard it is to diſſemble 
one's Anger! O, Icou'd rate him ſound- 
Iy! Bur Fl keep down my Indignation at * 
Ar nee, it choaks me. 


Buren 0 As —_ Yood it 


O my Dear! I am very glad to ſee Cor. 
Pray fit down. They y Air. I longed to 
ſee You. Ir ſeemed an Age till T had an 
Opportunity of talking over the filly Af- 
fair that happened this Morning. [Milaly. 
Oak. Why really, my Dear 
Mes. Oak. Nay, don't look ſo grave 
now. Come-lt's all over. Charles and 
You have cleared vr 75 Matters. I am ſatis- 
Oak. Indeed? I rejoice to Mad it. Vou 
make me happy beyond my Expectation. 
This Diſpoſition will inſure our Felicity. 
Do bur lay afide your cruel unjuſt Suſpi- 
cion, and we ſhou'd never _ the leaſt 
Difference. 
Mrs. Oak. Indizd I begin to „ think 45. 
I endeavour to get the better of it. 
Vol. III. e And 
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And really: ſometimes it is very ridiculous. 
My Uneaſineſs this Morning, for Inſtance! 
ha! ha! ha! To be ſo much alarmed 
about that idle Letter, which turned out 
quite another Thing at laſt.— Was not 
oy age with Tour ha!: ha! ha! 
84110 of Aﬀedting a N 
5 Oak, Don'r mention it. Let Us both 
forget it. Your preſent Chearſulneſs os 
Amends for every thing. 6 . 
Mrs, Oak. I am apt to 3 too ee 
[ love you too well to be quite eaſy 
about you. ¶Fonaly. ]—Well—no Matter 
What is become of Charles? 
Oaf. Poor Fellow! He is on the Wing, 
rambling all over the Leun in Ferſuit a 


this young Lad. * 


Mrs. Oak. Where is be gone, . 


* 


her Relations. 


> Mrs. Oak. Reledons). Who are. they | 


Where do they live? | 

Oak. There is an Aut of her's lives 
juſt in the Neighbourhood z Lady Free 
love. Re” LE 

Mrs. Oak, Lady le Obo! — — 
to Lady Freelove's, is he? — And do you 


think he will hear any thing of her? 


Oaf. I don't know; but I hope fo r 


all my Soul. 
. Mrs. Oak, Hope! with all . Soul! 
Do you hope ſo? Alarme 


Oak. 


Oak. Firſt of all, I believe, to ſome of 
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-» Oak., Hope ſo! Yes—yes—Why don't 
you hope:fo ?: ” - "[Surpriſed. 
Mrs. Oak. Well—yes—ſRecovering 1— 
0 ay, to be ſure. I hope ir of all Things. 


You know, my Dear, it muſt give Me 


great Satisfaction, as well as yourſelf, to 
ſee Charles well ſertled. | 

Oak. I ſhould think ſo; and really I | 
2 know where he can be ſettled ſo 
well. She is a moſt EY young 
Woman; I aflure you. 

Mus. Oak. Lou are well acquainted 
with her then? f 

04k. To be ſure, my "ANN After ſee- 
ing her ſo often laſt Summer at the Majors 
Houſe in the Country, and at her Father 8. 

Mrs. Oak. So often! a 

Oak. O ay, very often Charles 
rout Care of rhat—Almoſt every Day. 

Mrs. Oak. Indeed! But prayia—a—a : 
— OT [ Confuſed. 
| Oak. What do you ſay? My Dear! 

Mrs. Oak: -1 men men ing.] 
Is ſhe handſome: 

Oak. Prodigiouſly benden indeed. 

Mrs. Oak. Prodigiouſly handſome! And 


is ſhe reckoned a ſenſible Girl? 


Oak. A very ſenſible, modeſt, agree- 


able young Lady as ever I knew, You 


would be extremely fond of her, I am 
ſure. Vou can't imagine how happy I was 
in her Company. Poor Charles! She ſoon 
: ; 2 made 
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made a Conqueſt of him, and no Wonder. 


She has ſo many elegant Accompliſh- 


ments! ſuch an infinite Fund of Chearful- 


neſs and Good-humour ! Why, ſhe's the h 


Darling of the whole Country, 

Mrs. Oak. Lord! you ſeem N in 
Raptures about her. 
- Oak. Raptures !- 
| _ telling you the young Lady's Charac- 

I thought you wou'd be glad to find 
T Charles had made fo ſenſible a Choice, 
and was ſo likely to be happy. __ 

Mrs. Oak. O, Charles! True, as you 
ſay, Charles will be mighty happy. 

Oak. Don't you think ſo? 2181; 

Mrs. Oak. I am convinc'd of it. Poor 

Charles! I am much concern'd for him. 
He muſt be very uneaſy about her. I was 
thinking whether We cou'd be of any Ser- 
vice to him in this Affair. 
Oae. Was you? my Love! That is very 
good of you. Why, to be ſure, we muſt 
endeavour to aſſiſt him. Let me ſee! how 
can we manage it? Gad! I have hit it. 
The luckieſt Thought! And it will bs of 
great Service to Charles. 

Mrs. Oak. Well, what is it? TEagerly.] 


—— You know I wou'd do any Thing ro 


ſerve Charles, and oblige you. [Mildly.] 
- Oak. Thar is ſo kind! Lord, my Dear, 
if you wou'd but always conſider Things 


in drag proper Lager, and continue. this 
amiable 


Not at all. 1 = 


c 
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amiable Temper, we thou'd be the hap- 
pieſt People | 
Mrs. Oak. 1 believe fo: Bur what s your 
Propoſal? - 

Oaks I am fine you 1 like i It. Elana, 
you know, may perhaps be ſo lucky as 
to meet with this Lady. — 

_ Mrs Oak. True. 

Oak... Now L was 1 LO he 
might, with your Leave, my en 
Mrs. Oak. Well! 

. Ozk.. Bring her home here— . 
Mrs. Oak. IIo Wi! 

Oak. Ves, bring her, home 2 6 my 
Dear !—It will make poor Charles his Mind 

quite eaſy; and you may take her under 
your Protection, till her Father comes to 
Town. | 

Mrs. Oak. Amazing! This is even 
beyond my Epe datt. | 

Oak, Why! What - 
Mrs. Oak. Was there ever ſach Aſſu- / 
rance? Take her under my Protection! 


What! Wou'd you: keep her under my 


Noſe? 

Oak. Nay, Inever conceiv'd—I chought 
you wou'd have approv'd—— 
Mrs. Oak. What! make me your con- 
venient Woman! No Place but my 


own Houſe to ſerve your Purpoſes? 
Oak. Lord, this is the ſtrangeſt Miſap- 
Prehenſion I am quite aſtoniſhed. 
[267 C 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Ok. Aſtoniſned? Ves con- 


fuſed, detected, betrayed by your vain 
Confidence of impoſing on me: Why, 
ſure you imagine me an Ideot, a Driveller. 
Charles, indeed! Ves, Charles:i is a fine Ex- 
cuſe for you. The Letter this ebay 
the Letter, Mr. Oakly “! 
Oak. The Letter! Why ſure chat— 
Mrs. Oak. Is ſufficiently b 90 


have made it very clear to me. Now I 


am convinced. I have no Doubt of your 


Perfidy. But I thank you for ſome Hints 


you have given me, and you may be ſure 
I ſhall make Uſe of them: Nor will I reſt, 


till TI have full Conviction, and bierwhetin | 


you with the ſtrongeſt Proofs of 7285 
Baſeneſs towards me. 

_ Oak. Nay but 
Mrs. Oak. Go, Go! I 258 no Doubt 
of your Falſhood: Away ! LAY Mrs, Oak. 


. OAK LT v, ſolus.. 
Was . ever any Thing like this? 


Such unaccountable Behaviour! Angry 1 


don't know why! Jealous of I know not 
what! Pretending to be farisfied merely 
to draw me in, and then creating imagi- 
nary Proofs out of an innocent Converſa- 
tion! Hints !- Hints I have given 
her! What can the mean ? 


w 6 \ _— 
MF: "i 


ToiLET 
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Toll E AH eraſing the N 
Teeter? where are you going? 

© Thilet.\ To order the Porter to let i in 
no Company to my Lady to-day. She 
won't ſee a ſingle Soul, Sir! Eve 
Ork. What an unhap| py Woman! Now 
will ſhe fit all Day feeding on her Suſpi- 
cions; till ſhe® has convinced herſelf” of 


ae: be 7 of them. „ 


= 
1 


wy OH N es the Mer 
welt: Sir, what's your Buſineſs ? 
Jobn. Going to order the Chariot, Sir! 
3 Na going | out W 
Exit. 
Oak." Going dat! What is al this 
But every way ſhe makes me miſerable. 
Wild and*ungovernable as the Sea or the 
Wind! Made up of Storms and Tempeſts! 
I can't bear it: And one wy. or other I 
will | a an End . N 


1 


scENE Lady FaxezLovE: .— — 


Enter 1 F E E I. o E with, 4 cou ; 
200, 21 Servant following. ah gdith 


L. Free. [Reading as /he AE And 
« will take the Liberty of waiting on her 
« Ladyſhip en Cavalier, as he comes from 
« the Menege.” Dae * ee wait that 


W this Card? Nn 22115 
c . 3 ag 
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ane Lord Trinket's Servant is in che 
Hall, Madam. 

I. Free. —My Compliments ;: = 1 mall 
be glad to ſee his Lordlbip Where is 
Miſs Ruſſet? Fur 

Serv. In her own Oban. Madam, 

I. Free What is ſhe doing? 

Serv. Writing, I believe, Madam. 

L. Free. Oh! ridiculous!— Soothing 
to that Oakly, I ſuppoſe. [ Apart. Let 
her know Ne be egla of her Company 
„„ . [Exit Servant, 


4155 i e bn Sola. 

It is a migbty troubleſome Thing to 
manage a ſimple Girl, that knows no- 
thing of the World. Harriot, like all 
other Girls, is fooliſhly fond of this young 
| Fellow of hep own chuſing, her firſt Love, 
that is to: ſay, the firſt Man that is parti- 
cularly civil, and the firſt Air of Conſe- 
quence which a young Lady gives herſelf, 
Poor filly Soul! But Oakly muſt nor 
have her poſitively. A Match with Lord 
Trinket will add to the Dignity of the Fa- 
mily. I muſt bring her into it. I will 
throw her into his Way as often as poſ- 
ſible, and leave him to make his Party 
goodas faſt as he can. But here ſhe comes. 
eie Enter HARRIOT. 
Well! Harriot, ſtill in the Pouts! Nay, 


PNG ny: dear little 8 Girl, be 
> 4 more 
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more chearful! Your everlaſting Melan- 
choly puts one into the Vapours. 
Har. Dear Madam, excuſe me. fow 
can I be chearful in my preſent Situation? 
I know my Father's Temper ſo well, that 
J am ſure this Step of mine muſt almoſt 
diftraQ him. I ſomerimes wiſh that I had 
remained in the Country, let what would 
Have been the Conſequence. | 
I. Free. Why, it is a naughty Child, 
er s certain; but it need not beſo uneaſy 
about Papa, as you know that I wrote by 
laſt's Night Poſt to acquaint him that his 
little loſt: Sheep was ſafe, and that you 
are ready to obey his Commands in every 
Particular, except marrying that Oaf, Sir 
Harry Beagle.—Lord! Lord! What a Dif- 
ference there is between a Country and 
Town Education! Why, a London Laſs 
would have jumped our of a Window into 
a Gallant's Arms, and without thinking 
of her Father, unleſs ir were to have 
drawn a few: Bills on him; been an huns 
dred Miles off in nine or ten Hours, and 
perhaps out of 'the Kingdom in Pn 
four. - | 
Har. I fear I have already been too pre- 
pave; I tremble for the Conſequences. 
L. Free. I ſwear, Child, you are'a 
downright Prude. Your Way of talking 
gives me the Spleen; ſo full of Affection; 
and ey and Virtue, tis * like a Fu- 
. neral 


W , 
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neral Sermon. And yet, pretty Soul! It 


can love. Well, I wonder at your Taſte 
a ſneaking ſimple Gentleman! without a 
Title! And when to my Knowledge you 
might have a Man of Quality To-morrow. 
Har. Perhaps ſo. * Your Ladyſhip muſt 
excuſe me, but many a Man of MN 
would make me miſerableQ. 

J. Free. Indeed, my Dear, theſs. 55 
tediluvian Notions will never do now a- 


days; and at the ſame Time too, thoſe 
little wicked Eyes of yours ſpeak a very 


different Language. Indeed you have fine 
Eyes, Child! and they have made fine 
Work with Lord Trinket. | 
Har. Lord Trinket! [Contempruonſly. 
I. Free. Yes, Lord Trinket: You know. 
it as well as 1 5 and yet, you ill- natur- 
ed Thing, you will not vouchſafe him a 
ſingle Smile. But you muſt give the poor 
Soul a little Encouragement, prithee do. 
Har. Indeed I can't, Madam, for of 
all Mankind Lord Trinket is my Averſion- 
I. Free. Why ſo? Child! He is counted 


2.well bred, ſenſible, young: Fellow, and 


the Women all think him handſome. 

Har. Yes, he is juſt polite enough to 
be able to be very unmannerly with a 
great deal of good Breeding ; is juſt hand- 
ſome enough to make him moſt exceſſively 
yain of his Perſon; and has juſt Reflection 
ne to finiſh him for a Coxcombz 


Quali- 


to t 


THE JEearous Wire. 43 


Qualifications, which are all very com- 
mon among thoſe wliom your! Ed hag, 
calls Men. of Quality. 0 


L. Free. A Satiriſt too! Indeed, my 
Dear, this Affectation ſits very aukwardly 
upon you. Fhere will be a Superiority 
in the Behaviour of Perſons of Faſhion. 


Har. A Superiority, indeed! For his 
Lordſhip always behaves with ſo much in- 
ſolent Familiarity, that I ſhou'd almoſt 
imagine He was ſolliciting me for other 
Favours , rather as to pals my whole 
Life with him. 


I. Free. 8 Frech Child, 
which every fine Woman expects te be 
taken with 8 7 as an eee 
of her Beauty. | 


Har. They are WE EG IO which I 
think, no innocent, Woman can allow. _ 


L. Free. Romantick to the laſt Degree! 
— — Why you: are in the Country, _ 
Harriot! 


F eee 


Serv. My Lord Wer, Madam! | 
[Exit Servant. 


= Free. 1 ſwear now I have a good Mind 
to tell —_ all 7 575 oy fad. . 


Euter 


= 4 


4 Ent JzAL OUS WIFE. 


Enter Lord TRINK ET, in Boots, &c. as | 


from-the Riding-Houſe. _ 
Shae Lordſhip s moſt obedient humble 
Servant. | 
. Trinket. Your Ladyſbip does me too 
much Honour. Here I am en bottine as 
you ſee,—juſt come from the Menege. 


Miſs Ruſſert, I am your Slave. I declare it 


makes me quite happy to find you toge-- 
ther. Pon Honour, Ma'am [zo Harriot.] 


I begin to conceive great Hopes of you: 


and as for you, Lady Freelove, I cannor 
ſufficiently commend your Aſſiduity with 
your fairPupil. She was before poſſeſt of 


every Grace that Nature cou'd beſtow on 


her, and No-body is ſo. well qualified as 
your Ladyſhip, to give her the Bon Ton. 

Har. Compliment and Contempt all in 
a Breath! My Lord, I am obliged to you. 
But waving my Acknowledgments, give 
me leave to aſk your Lordſhip, whether 
Nature and the Bon Ton, as you call-ir, 
are ſo different, that we muſt give up one 


in order to obtain the other? 39 1 


L. Trink. Totally oppoſite, Madam. 


The chief Aim of the Bon Ton is to render 
Perſons of Family different from the Vul- 


gar, for whom indeed Nature ſerves very 
well. For this Reaſon it has, at various 
Times, been ungenteel to ſee, to hear, 
to walk, to be in good Health, and to 


Nature. 


have ny other horrible Perfections of 


5-4 IS 
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Nature. Nature indeed may do very well 
ſometimes. It made you, for Inſtance, 
and it then made ſomething very lovely, 
and if you wou'd ſuffer us of Quality to 
give you the Ton, you would be abſolu- 
tely divine: But now me Madam — me 
Nature never made ſuch a _— as 
mo. Nh 
Har. Why, about; oli your bord 
ſhip has very few Obligations ro her. 

IL. Trink. Then you really think it's all 
my own? I declare now that is a mighty 
genteel Compliment. Nay, if you begin 
to flatter already, you improve a- pace. 
Pon Honour, Lady Freelove, I believe 
we ſhall make ſomething of her at laſt. 

L. Free. No Doubt on't. It is in your 
Lordſhip's Power to make her a complete 
en of Faſhion at once. 

IL. Trinſ. Hum! Why ay—— . 

Har. Vour Lordſhip muſt excuſe me. 
Iam of a very taſteleſs Diſpoſition. I ſhall 
never bear to be carried out of Nature. 
I. Free. You are vut of Nature now, 
Harriot! I am ſure no Woman but your- 
ſelf, ever objected to being carried among 
Perſons of Quality. Wou'd you believe 
it? My Lord! here has ſhe been a whole 
Week in Town, and wou'd never ſuffer 
me to introduce her to a Rour, an A 
ſembly, a Concert, or even to Court, or, 
to the Opera; nay, wou'd hardly ſo much 
8 1 ; as 
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as mix with a living Soul that has viſited | 
me. 
L. Trink, No Wonder, Madam, you 
do not adopt the Manners of Perſons of 
Faſhion, when you will not even honour 
them with your Company. Were you to 
make one in our little Coteries, we ſhou'd 
ſoon make you ſick of the Boors and 
Bumpkins'of the horrid Country. By the 
bye, I met a Monſter at the Riding-Houſe 
this Morning; who gave me ſome Intelli- 
gence, that will furpriſe n ) nen 
POW Family. 955 1. 
Har. What Intelligence? . ee QF 
IL. Free. Who was this Monſter; as 
your Lordſhip calls him? A Omen 1 
ard ſay.” 
L. Trink. This e Madam, wal 
„ my Head Groom, and had the 
Care of all my Running Horſes, but grow- 
ing moſt! abominably ſurly and extrava- ö 
gant, as you know all thoſe Fellows do, 0 
I turned him off; and ever ſince my Bro- 0 
ther Slouch Trinket has had the Care of 
my Stud, rides all uy principal Marches b 
himſelf, and 


Har. Dear my Lord, don't talk of your p 
Groom and your Brother, but tell me the 1 
News. Do you know any nee of 1 10 
Father? 

I. Trink, 6 an, is now b 
in a Town. This Fellow, you muſt know, © 

FO 
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is now Groom to Sir Hatry Beagle, ybur 
ſweet rural Swain, and informed me, that 
his Maſter, and your Father, were run“ 
ning all over the Town in queſt of you; 
and that he himſelf had Orders to enquire 
after you; for which Reaſon, I ſuppoſe, 
he came to the Riding-Houſe Stables to 

look after a Horſe, | thinking” it, to be 


ſure a very likely place to meet you. Your 


Father perhaps is gone to ſeek you at the 
Tower, or Weſtminſter- Abbey, which is all 
the Idea he has of London; and your faith- 
ful Lover is probably cheapning a Hunte 
and drinking ſtrong Beer at the Horſe and 
Jockey in Smithfield.o 0917 et 

L. Free. The whole” Set admirably” ai 
poſed of.! 

Har. Did not your Lordi inform him 
where I was? _ 

L. Trink, Not I, pon Honour, Madam: 
That left to their own Ingenuity to dife 
cover. 

L. Free, And pray, my Lord, 1 
in this Town have this polite Company 
beſtowed Themſelves? - 

I. Trink. They lodge, Madam , of all 
Places in the World, at the Bull and Gate 
Inn in Holborn. 

I. Free. Ha! ha! bal The Bull and 
Gate! Incomparable!. What, have they 
brought any Hay or Cattle to Town? 


81 | L. Trink 
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* Trink:/ Very well, Lady Freelove, 
vaty well, indeed! There they are, like 
ſo many Graziers; and there, it ſeems, 


they have learnt that chis Lady i is nee 


in London. 


Har. Do, Soars eee nd, a Card 


GireAly. to my Father, informing him 
where I am, and that your Ladyſhip wou'd 
be glad to ſee him here. For my Part, I 
dare not venture into his Preſence, till 
vou have in ſome Meaſure pacified him; 
but for Heaven's Sake deſire him not to 


= that wretetiod Fellow along with 


Im. 4 
L. Trisk: Wiretched Fellow Oho! Con- 
rage, Milord Trinket! | Afede.] _ 

L. Free. III ſend eee Who's 
ther? Sat offi ond - 


„% SER TAME... 

Serv. [Apart to L. Freelove.] Sir Harry 
Wer; is below, Madam. 

I. Free. [ Apart to Serv.] I am not at 
Home.— Have they let him in? . 

- Serv. Yes, Madam. 

L. Free, How abominably unlucky this 
is! Well, then ſhew him into my Dreſ- 
_ Room. I will come to him there. 

[Exit Servant. 

I. Trink. Lady Freelove! No Engage- 
ment, I hope. We won't ue with you, 
pon Honour. ; 


5 FA . ü L. "Bas. 


Te E. 
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I. Free, The worſt Engagement in the 
World. A Pair of muſty old Prudes! 
Lady Formal and Miſs Prate. 

IL. Trink. O the Beldams! As naufecus 
as Ipecacuanha , pon Honour. 

L. Free. Lud! lud! What ſhall I o 
with them ? Why do theſe fooliſh Women 
come troubling me now? I muſt wait on 
them in the Dreſſing- Room, and you muſt 
excuſe the Card, Hlarriot, till they are 
gone, Ill diſpatch them as ſoon as I can, 
bur Heaven knows when I ſhall get rid 
of them, for they are both everlaſting 
Goſſips; though the Words come from 
her Ladyſhip one by one, like Drops from 
a Still, while the other tireſome Woman 
overwhelms us with a Flood of Imperti- 
nence. Harriot, you'll entertain his Lord- 
{hip till I return. ene |< 

L. Trink. Gone! Egad, my Affairs 
here begin ro grow very critical, the 
Farher in Town! Lover in Town ur- 
rounded by Enemies! What ſhall I 
do? ſto Harriot.] I have nothing for 
it but a Coup de Main. Pon Honour I 
am not ſorry for the coming in of theſe 
old Tabbies, and am much obliged to her 
Ladyſhip for leaving us fuch an agreeable 
Tete a . 

Har. Vour Lordſhip will fad me er- 
tremely bad Company. 


Vor. III. D 1 
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IL. Trink. Not in the leaſt, my Dear! 
well entertain ourſelves one Way or 
other, I'll warrant you. Egad, I 
think it a mighty good Opportunity to 
eſtabliſh a better Acquaintance with vu 
Har. I don't underſtand you. 
u e Trin. No: Why then In 
ſpeak plainer. —[Pauſing and. looking 


her full in the Hace.] You are an amazing 


fine Creature, pon Honour. 

Har. If this be your Lordſhip's polite 
Converſation „I ſhall leave you to amu 
| Yourſelf a in Soliloquy. _ [Gozng.] 

L. Tink. No, no, no, Madam, LP 
muſt not be. - [Sropping her.] This Place, 
my Paſhon, the Opportunity all con- 
ſpire 
Har. How, Sir! you don't intend to 
do me any Violence. 15 | | 
Ii. Trink. Pon Honour, Ma'am, it will 
be doing great Violence to my ſelf, if I 
2 not. You muſt excuſe me. [Struggling 

6 her} it: 

er. Help! help! murder! help! 

L. Trink. Your yelping will ſignify no- 
thing; No body will come. [Struggling.] 
_ Har. For Heaven's Sake! dir! MY 
Lord! [ Norſe within.] 

5 5 Pox on't, IS Noiſe ?- 
Then I muſt be quick. [Sil W 

Har. Help! murder! help! help! 


Abe, 
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Euter CHARLES haſtily. 
Char. What do I hear? My Harriot's 

Voigh calling for Help? Ha! [Seeing them.] 
Is it poſſible? Turn, Rufftan!———Fll find 
. you Employment. Drawing. 
| L. Trink. Vou are a moſt impertinent 
1 Scoundrel,-and III whip you through the 
g Lungs, pon Honour. 
8 [ ze) fight, Harriot runs out ſereoming 

| Help! Cc. Then | 


ſe L FREELOVE, Sir Hank v 
| BEAGLE, and SERVANTS. | 
at I. Free. How's this? Swords drawn 
e, in my Houſe! Part them [ They are 
The parted.) This is the moſt impudent Thing. 

4 L. Trink. Well, Raſcal, I ſhall find a 
to Time, I know you, Sir! | 
h Char. The ſooner the betrer, 1 know 
vill M your. Lordſhip too. | 
£1 S. H. PEith, Madam, [To L. Free] 
ling We had-like to have been in at the Death. 

* L. Free. What is all this? Pray, Sir, 
what is the Meaning of your coming hi- 
ther to raiſe this Diſturbance? Do you take 
my Houſe for a Brothel? | To Charles.] 

Char. Not I, indeed, Madam! Burt 
believe his Lordſhip Joes: 

L. Trink. Impudent Scoundeel!. 

L. Free. Your Converlation, Sir, is as 
infolent as your Behaviour. Who are 
you ? What brought 1 75 here b 

12 D 2 


| Char. 
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Char. I am one, Madam, always ready 
to draw my Sword in Defence of Inno- 
cence in Diſtreſs, and more eſpecially in 
the Cauſe of that Lady I delivered from 


his Lordſhip's Fury; in Seareh of whom 1 


troubled your Ladyſhip's Houſe. 
I. Free. Her Lover, I ſuppoſe, or what? 
Char. At your Ladyſhip's Service; tho! 
not quite ſo. violent i in my Paſſion as his 
Lordſhip there. 
L. Trink. Impertinent Raſcal! 


IL. Free. Vou ſhall be Wale to repent 


of this Infolence. 

I. Trink, Your Ladyſhip may leave rag 
wy me. 

Char. Ha ha! 
Sir H. But pray what. is become of the 
Lady all this while? Why, Lady Freelove, 
you told me ſhe was not here, and, faith 


I was juſt drawing off he Way, if ! | 
had not heard the View-Hollow. | 


L. Free. You ſhall fee her immediately, 
Sir. Whe's there? el 


1 SERVANT. 


Were i is Miſs Ruffer ? 
Serv. Gone out, Madam. 

L. Free. Gone out! Where? 

Serv. I don't know, Madam: But he 
ran down the back Stairs crying for Help, 
cro{led. the Servants Hall in Tears, and 
took a Chair at the Door. | 

L. Free. 
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I. Free. Blockheads! To let her go out 
in a Chair alone! 005 and enquire 


a" her immediately: [Exit Servant. 


Sir Har. Gone! What a pex had I juſt 
run her down, and is the Urtle Ong: ſtole 
away at Yaſt2rnieqn | 

L. Free. Sir, if you wilt walks in 175 Sir 
Har. with his Lordſhip and me, perhaps 
vou may hear ſome Tidings of hot though 
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it is moſt probable ſhe may be gone to 


her Father. I don't know any" other 


Friend ſhe has in Town: © © 
Chan. I am heartily glad ſhe is dont 


She i is ſafer any where than in this Houſe. 
L. Free. Mighty well! Sir. My 
Lord! Sir Huy I attend you. 
I. Trink. You ſhall hear from me, Sir! 
[To Charles. 

Char. Very well, my Lord! 
Sin H. Stole pway !———Pox on 3. 
gole away. Ereune Sir H. and L. Trink. 


Manent CHARLES and Lady FarFELOVE. 


L. Free. Before I follow the Company, 
give me Leave to tell you, Sir, that your 
Behaviour as | has been fo extraordi- 


nary- 
Char. My Treatment here, Madam, has 


indeed been very extraordinary. | 
L. Free. Indeed! Well No Matter 


Permit me to acquaint you, Sir, that there 
. 70 os out, and that the greateſt 


D 3 'F avour 


—— — a—bô — ————ñä— — — 
" - — — — 
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Favour you can do me, is to leave the 
Houſe immediately. | 
Char. Thar your Lande may ed 
on. Since: you have put Miſs Ruſſet to 
flight, you may be ſure of not being 
troubled with my Company. TH after 
her immediately —I can't reſt till L know 

What is become of her. 

L. Free. If ſhe has any Regard for ber 
e ee ſhe!ll never put — into 
ſuch Hands as your's. 
| Char. O, Madam, there can * 10 
Doubt of der Regard to chat, by her 
leaving your Ladyſhip. Kull 

I. Free. Leave my Houſe. oo 

Char. Dire&ly. A charming Houſe! 
and a charming Lady of the Houſe too! 
Ha! ha! ha 

L. Free. Vulgar Fellow. 

Char. Fine Lady ieee fuel. 


END of the SECOND ACT. 


as Bo Bore na 


fay. 
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ad * ; * * 
« — * 7 7 * > * ** 1 4 , 
2 FIES Sq. ; 1 i N * 


A c T 0. 
SCENE Lady bas zLe vg“, 5s 


Bale Lach Farnuove, and Lord 
. TIN K E Tr. 


3 been 13 * AY my 
Lord Trink, dear Lady Freelove! 0 
Excuſe me! I meant no ne) Lam 
Honour. 

IL. Free. Indeed, Re ag my Lord 
Trinket, this is abſolutely nn ere 
What, to offer Rudeneſs to a young Lady 
r my Houſe! What will the World ſay 
of it? | 

I. Trink. Juſt i the World pleaſes. 
At does not ſignify a Doit what They 
However I aſk Pardon; bur; 
'Egad, I thought it was the beſt Way. 

IL. Free. For Shame, for Shame, my 
Lord! I am quite hurt at your Want of 


Diſcretion. Leave the whole Conduct of 


this Affair to me, or I'll have done with 
it at once. How ſtrangely you have acted! 
There I went out of the Way on purpoſe 
to ſerve you, by keeping off that Looby 
Sir Harry Beagle, and preventing Him or 
her Father, from ſeeing the Girl, till we 
112 ons Chance of managing her Ours 

D 4 _ ſelves. 
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ſelves. And then you choſe to make a 
Diſturbance, and ſpoilt all. 

L. Trink. Devil take Sir Harry, and 
t'other Scoundrel too That they 
ſhow'd come driving hither juſt at ſo criti- 
cal an Inſtant! And that the wild 
little Thing ſhou'd take Wing, and fly 
away the Lord knows whither! 

L. Free. Ay! And there again you 
was indiſcreet paſt Redemption. Jo let 


her know; that her Father was in Town, 


and where he was to be found too! For 
there I am confident ſhe muſt be gone, 
asdlie is not aner with one Creature 
in London. 

hL Trin. Why a Father is in chefs 
Caſes the Pis-aller I muſt confeſs. Pon 
Honour, Lady Freelove, I can ſcaree be» 
lieve this obſtinate Girl a Relation of 
yours. Such narrow. Notions! Flt ſwear, 
there is leſs Trouble in getting ten Women 
of the Premiere Volce, than in conquering 
the Seruples of a . Gels in chat stile of 
Life. Ns. OY 

I. End 3 Homes. 1 175 Lords: 
Truce with your Reflections on my Niece 1 
Let us conſider What is beſt to he done. 

L. Trink. Een juſt what your Ladyſhip 
thinks Fraser my Part Jam en- 
N derangeo d bos be yall 112 


I. Free. Will TO Cubmir to. bo. govern- 


ed vpe me then? 3280 


8 49 L 9. 3 
- 


FT Trink. 
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I. Trink.\ ll be all nnn 
Your Ladyſhip's Slave, pon Honour. 
I. Free. Why then, as rhis is rather an 
ugly Affair in regard to Me, as well as 
your Lordſhip, and may make ſome Noiſe, 
I think it abſolutely neceſſary merely to 
ſave Appearances, that you ſhou'd wait 
on her Father, palliate Matters as well 
as you can, and make a formal ities 
of your Propoſal of Marriage. 

IL. Trink:' \Lopur: Ladyſhip. is perfe&tly 5 in 
— right. Vou are quite an fait of 
the Affair. Ie mall be done immediately; 
and then your Reputation will be ſafe, 
and my Conduct juſtified to all the World. 
hut ſhou'd e the old Ruſtick con- 
tinue as ſtubborn as his Daughten, your 
Ladyſhip, I hope, has no Objections to 
my being a little 55 Sac alt. 6240 
her, pon Honour. n 
L. Free. Not in the leaſt», IIA 
L Trinb- Or if a good 8 
ſhould offer, and the Girl band be {till 
untratable——— oo nn) ĩ«ĩ?]⁊“-ͤ 

IL. Hee. Do: what! vob — Lwaſhimy 
Hands of it. She's out of my Care now, 
you know. But you muſt beware. 
your Rivals. One, vou know is in the 
Houſe with her, and the other will loſe 
no Opportunities of getting to her. 
V1 oy 4 Trink. As to the fighting Centtrinan, 


I ſhall cut out Work. for him in his on 
Ways 


CINUVE 1 
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Way. Il ſend him a petit Billet to- 


morrow Morning, and then there can 
be no great Difficulty in outwitting her 
Bumkin 1 and the Baronet. 1 95 


| Epcer: Cm nw AN . 5 065 

aer Captain 0 ne ro wait” on 
your Ladyſhip.” :: 

L. Free. O the hidevirk Fellow! The 

Triſh Sailor-Man, for wWwhom I prevailed 


on your Lordſhip to get the Poſt of a Re- 


gulating Captain. I ſuppoſe he is come 
to load me with his odious Thanks 
won t be troubled with him no. 
IL. Trink. Let him in, by all Means. 
Hei is the beſt Creature to laugh at in Na- 
ture. He is a perfect Sea-Monſter , and 
always Iooks and talks as if he was upon 
Deck. Beſides, a Thought ſtrikes me. 
He may be of Uñlee. ol 
L. Free. Well ſend the We up 
then. r OO. 
But what fine Thought i is this 7. 6 f 
L. Trink. A Coup de maitre pon Hibnour! 
1 tnt TONE . Here oe ara 
PROT : . 
bo Ry 5 0 0 CUrr ERA. 
. Free. Captain, your nee geg 
J am very glad ro ſee you. 
O Cut. I am much oblaged to you, my 
Lady! Upon my Conſcience, the Wind 
favours 
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favours me at all Points. Thad no ſooner 
got under Way to tank your Ladyſhip, 
but I have born down upon my. noble 
Friend his Lordſhip too. 1 ae * 
Lordſhip's well. volt 

I. Trin. Very welt, 4 1 1 you, Gow 


tain | Bur you ſeem to be hurt in the 
Service: What is the me of what 
Parch over your right Eye? 204 
O Cut. Some advanced Wages Fi my 
new Poſt," my Lord! This Preſſing is hot 
Work, tho it entätlen us to no Sepani 
money. nog ano 
K La Free. gant ptay in 1 W Ad> 
venture did you get that Scar, Captain? 
0 Cut. Quite our of my Element, in- 
deed my Lady! I got in an Engagement 
by Land. A Day or two ago I ſpied tree 
ſtout Fellowy; belonging to a Marchant» 
man. They made down Wapping. I im- 
madiately gave my Lads the Signal to 
chaſe, and we bore down 7 upon 
them. They tacked, and lay ro. We 
gave them a kunden 15 Broadſide, which 
they reſaved like Men; and one of them 
made uſe of ſmall Arms, which carried 
off the weathermoſt Corner of Ned Gage's 
Hat; ſo I immadiately ſtood in with him, 
and raked him, but reſaved a Wound on 
my ſtarboard Eye, from the Stock of the 
Piſtol. However, we took them all, and 
1011 . lie under the Hatches, wich 
fifty 
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fifty more, a-board a Tender off me 


3 | Af L 0 71 Te MF Y 1 #4 28 8 


L. Trink Well Auen bse Captain! 


hut bowever you will ſoon have 
an Employment, for I think the next 
Step to your: p Poſt, hah 1 
aii. l ad 07 gf 10 f t. 
0 Cut. The ne . Vettengi whe 
Lord! Honeſt Terence O Cutter "ſhall 
never flinch I warrant you; and has had 
as much Seen-Sarvice as any Man in — 
Navy. ot 07 en 2911309 9310001 +75 

L. Trink. You may depend on my . 
Offices, Captain —hkut in the mean 
Time it is in your wee 80 do me a 


Favour. 1814 9 Fey 1706 


YO Gr. A Favour my Lord! your 
Lordſhip does me Honour. I would go 


round wh World, from one End to the 
other, by Day or by Night, to ſarve oo 
Lordſhip; or my good Lady here. 
IL. Trin. Dear — the trighd6ſd 
Thought in Nature! I Apart #0 L. Fiee.] 
he Favour I have to aſſc of you; 


Captain, need not carry you ſo far out of 


your" Way. The whole Affair is, thar 


there are a Couple of impudent Fellows 
at an Inn in Holborn, who have affronted 


me, and you wou'd oblige me (infinitely, 


2 preſſing them into his Majeſty's Service. 
I. Free. Now IJ underſtand ydu u.. 


Admirable1: Apart to L. Trink. Torn 
vii | 0 Cut. 


1 
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0 Cut. With all my Heart, my Lord, 
and tank you too, fait. But, by the bye 
I hope they .are not Houſekeepers, or 
Freemen of the City. There's the Devil 
to pay in meddling with them. They 
boder one ſo about Liberty and Property. 
and Stuff, It was but t'other Day that 
Jack Trowſer was carried before my Lord 
Mayor, and loſt above a Twelvemonth's 
Pay, for nothing at all—at- all. 

I. Trink. I'll take Care you ſhall be 
brought into no Trouble. Theſe Fellows 
were formerly my Grooms. If you'll call 
on me in the Mount n 8⁰ N 0 da 
to the Place. | 


00 Cut. Fl be with your «Lordſhip „ and 
bring with me four or five as pretty Boys 
as you'd wiſh to clap your two _—_ 
Eyes upon of a Summer's Day. . 


IL. Trink. I am much obliged to You. 
But, Captain, I have another little Favour 
to beg of you. 


O Cut. Upon my Shoul, and II do i it. 
L. Trink. What, before you know it? 
0 Cut. Fore and Aft, my Lord! 


L. Trink. A Gentleman has offended me 
in a Point of Honour 


O Cut. Cut his Troat. 


L. Trink. Will __ ay him a Letter | 
from me?? 1 


O Cut. 
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O Cut. Indeed and Iwill: And Tl take 
ou in Tow too, and you ſhall engage 
2 Vard- arm and Vard- am. 

IL. Trink. Why then, Captain, you'll 
come a little earlier To-morrow Morning 
than you propoſed, that you may attend 
him with my Billet, before you Os 
on the other Afﬀair. 

0 Cut. Never fear it, my Lord! 
Your Sarvant | My om g your 
humble Sarvanc! 

L. Free. Captain yours! Pray give my 
Service to my Friend Mrs. 0 Cutter. 
How does She do? | 

'0 Cut. I tank your Ladyſhip's Axing 
he dear Crature is purely right 
and well. X 

L. V. ink. How many Children have 
you, Caprain? | 

O Cut. Four, and pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
and another upon the Stocks. 

I. Trink. When it is launched, I hope 
to be at the Chriſtening. III and God- 
father, Captain! 

0 Cat. Vour Wa eee ad. 

L. Trink. Well, you'll come To-morrow. 
O Cut. O, III not fail, my Lord! 
Little Veronce O Cutter never fails, fait, 
when a Troat is to be cut. [ Exit. 

L. Free. Ha! ha! ha! Bur ſure you 
don't intend to ſhip off both her Father 


and her Country Lover for the Indies? 
SLES IL. Trink. 
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I. Trink. O no! Only let them con- 
ae the oe woot of a a for a —_ 
or two. 

I. Free. Welt, but aer all, my Lins, 
this is a very bold Undertaking. I don't 
think you'll be able to put it in Practice. 
I. Trink. Nothing fo eaſy, 'pon Honour, 
To preſs a Gentleman a Man of Qua- 
lity one of us ou'd not be ſo 
eaſy, I grant you. But theſe Fellows, 
you know, have not half ſo decent an 
Appearance as one of my Footmen: And 
from their Behaviour, Converſation and 
Dreſs, it is very poſſible to miſtake them 

for Grooms and Oſtlers. 255 

L. Free. There may be ſomething in 
that indeed. But what Uſe do you pro. 
poſe to make of this Stratagem? 

L. Trink. Every Uſe in Nature. This 
Artifice muſt ar leaſt take them out of the 
Way for ſome Time, and in the mean 
while Meaſures may be concerted to carry 
off the Girl. 


Euter SERV AN 1. 

Serv. Mrs. Oakly, Madam, is at the 
Door, in her Chariot, and deſires to have 
the Honour of ſpeaking to your Ladyſhip 
on particular Buſineſs. | 

L. Trink. Mrs. Oakly! What can that 

n Woman want with you? _ 
I. Free. 


1 
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I. Free. No Matter what. IU hate her 
mortally.—Let her in. [ Exit Servant: 
L. Trink. What Wind blows her hicher ? 
.I Free: HATWind: chat mut blow us 
ſome good. il Eine 44 

L. Trink: — — was amazed you 
choſe to ſee her.. 

I. Free, How can you be lo flew of 
Rppdehenſiine- She comes you may 
be fure on ſome Occaſion relating to this 
Girl: In order to aſſiſt young Oakly per- 
haps, to ſooth me, and gain Intelligence, 
and fo forward the Match; bur I'll forbid 
the Banns, I warrant you; —— Whatever 
ſhe wants, Þ'll draw ſome ſweer Miſchief 
our of it.— Bur away! away - 1 
think I hear her— flip down the back 
Stairs or, ſtay, now think on't, g9 
out this Way ,—meer; her —and be ſure ro 
make, her a very reſpe&ful BOW + as you 
go out. 


I. Trink. Huſh! here ſhe i 5 


Enter Mrs. OAK L v. 
LL. Trinket bows, and Exit. 
Mrs. Oak. I beg Pardon for giving your 
Ladyſhip this Trouble. : 
I. Free. I am always glad of the Honour 
ol ſeeing Mrs. Oakly. «7 | 
Mrs. Oak. There is a Letter, Madam, 


juſt come from the Country, which has 
o OCCa- 
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occaſioned ſome Alarm i in our Os = 


comes from Mr. Ruſſet- 

L. Free, Mr. Ruſſet! | | 

Mies. Oalt. Ves, from Mr. Ruſſet, Ma- 
dam! And is chiefly concerning his 
Daughter. As ſhe has the Honour of 
being related to your Ladyſhip, I Took 
the Liberty of waiting on Lou. | 

L. Free. She is indeed; as you ſay, 
Madam, a Relation of mine! but after 
what has happened, I ſcarce know now 
to acknowledge her. 57 

Mrs. Oak. Has the been ſo much to 

blame then? 
I. Free. So much? Madam: only 
judge for yourſelf. Though ſhe had 
been ſo indiſereet, not to ſay indecent in 
her Conduct, as to elope from her Father, 
I was in Hopes to have huſh'd up that 
Matter. for the Honour of our Family. 
But ſhe has run away from Me too, 
Madam Went off in the moſt Sy 
Manner, not an Hour ago. 

Mrs. Oak. Vou ſurpriſe me. Indeed 
her Father, by his Letter, ſeems appre- 
henſive of the worſt Conſequences. But 
does your Ladyſip imagine any en 
has happened? 

L. Free, I can't tell —F hope not 
But indeed ſhe is a ſtrange Girl. Vou 
know, Madam, young Women can't be 
too cautious in their Conduct. She is, 1 

Vo. III. E am 


. 
a — ——̃ ö— —— — — 
. 1 


dont know who 
that Mr. Oakly's Nephew has dern here, 
Madam! 
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am ſorry to declate-i itt, a vail i ee 
Perſon to take into a Family. 
Mrs. Oak Indeed! 1 
I. Free. If I was to ſay all I know! | 
Mrs. Oak. Why ſure your Ladyſhip 
— of nothing that has been carried 
on clandeſtinely between Her and Mr. 
YT; [i 10 
I. Free. Mr. Oakly'! = c 
. Mrs... Oak. Mr. Oakly—no, not Mr. 
Oakly that is, not my Huſhand—I don't 


mean pak e him—but his KS | 


young Mr. Oakly. 
L. Free. Jealous of her Huſband! 


So! So! Now I know my Game: [Afide. 


Mrs. Oak, But pray, Madam, give me 
Leave to aſk, was there any Thing very 
particular in her Conduct, while: the was 


an your Ladyſhip's Houſe? 


IL. Free. Why really, onGleray ſhe 
was Here ſcarce a Week, her Behaviour 
was rather myſterious lerer. and Meſ- 
ſages, to and fro ; between her and 1 
I ſuppoſe. you know 


"Mrs. Oak. I was not ſare of i it... Has he 
been to wait on your A ſhip already on 


this Occaſion? | 

L. Free. To wait on Me ee, Ex- | 
preſſion is much roo. polite for the Nature 
of his viſit. — 


rally Lord Tae, the 
4 Noble- 


Nothin 
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Nobleman 
in, had, you muſt know, Madam, ſome 
Theughts of my.Niece, and as it wou'd 
have been an advantageous Match, I was 
glad of it; but I believe, after What He 
has been Witneſs to this Nine 10 will 
* all 3 of it.. 


r. G t e ern that e Na 


tion of mine ſhow d fo far- forget him- 
ſelkt——' | 24, 

L. Free. It's ha Mattex--phiyi Behaviour 
indeed, as well as the young Lady's, was 
pretty extraordinary And yet after 
all, I don't believe He is the Oö of 
hen Affections. 

Mrs. Oaks) Ha! TMAch olotmed; 
I. Free. She has certainly an Attach- 
ment ſomewhere, a ſtrong one; but his 
Lordſhip, who was preſent all the Time, 
was convinced, as well as Myſelf, that 
Mr. Oakly's Nephew was rather a con- 
venient Friend, a kind of Go- between, 
than the lover, -Bleſs me, Madam, 


you change Colour! You! ſeem 3 


What's the Matter? 
Mrs. Ok. „ 


I. Free Your Huſband! Bi 
Mrs. Oak. His Nephew, I mean. — 
His unpardonable Rudeneſ But I am 
not + mm am r I have given your 
. 2 Lady- 


nom you met as you came 


| 
| 
| 


A little ſhock'd. that my 
Huſband ſhou'd behave ſo... | 
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Ladyſhip ſo much Trouble. rake 


w_ Leave. 

L. Free. I ele Maden , you felghrih 
me. Your being fo viſibly affected, makes 
me quire uneaſy : I hope I have not faid 


any Thing 1 really don't believe your 


Huſband is in Fault. Men, to be ſure; 
allow themſelves ſtrange Liberties. But T 
think, nay I am ſure, it cannot be ſo. It 
is impoſſ ble. Don't let what I have ſaid, 
have any Effect on re — 
Mrs. Oak. No, it has not——1 have 
no Idea of ſuch a Thing -Y our Lady- 
ſhip's moſt obedient dhe, Returns.} 


heard) or don't know any Thing. 
45 Free: Come, come, Mes. Oakly, I 


ſve how it is, and it wow not be kind 


to ſay all 1 know. I é dare not tell you 


what I have heard. Only be on your 
Guard! There can be no Harm in that. 


Do you be againſt giving the Girl ny 
Countenance, and ſee what Effect it has. 
Ms, Oi, Iwill am much ob- 
liged But does it appear to your 
Eadyſhip then that Mr. Oakly—— 


I. Free. No, not at all-=Northing in t, | 


1 dare ſay I wou'd not create Uneaſineſs 
in a Family—But J am a Woman myſelf, 
have been married, and cant help feeling 

for you. But don't be eur; chere's 


n in't, I dare _ oY ns No If 
75. 


Bur ſure, Madam, you have not 
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Mrs. Oak. I think fo——Your ny 0 


ſhip s humble Servant! 
L. Free. Your Servant, Madam pray 
don't be alarmed, I muſt inſiſt on s coves not 


making yourſelf uneaſy. 8 
Mrs. Oak." Not at all . in 


the leaſt uneaſy, —Your moſt obedient! | 
| [ Exit. 


L. Free. Ha! ha! ha! There ſhe goes, 
brimfull of Anger and Jealouſy, to vent 
it all on her Huſband. Weser on the poor 
Man! „ 


Hits Lord TRI NK ET. 


1 me. my Lord, I thought you was 


gone. 
L. Trink. Only into the next Room. 


My Curioſity wou'd not let me ſtir a ſtep 


further. I heard it all, and was never 
more diverted in my Life, pon Honour. 
Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Free. How the ſilly Creature took 


it! Ha! ha! ha! 
L. Trink. Ha! ha! ha My dear Lady 


Freelove, you have a deal of Ingenuity, 


a deal of Eſprit, *pon Honour. 

L. Free. A little Shell thrown into the 
Enemy's Works, that's all. 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! ha! l 

I. Free. But I muſt leave you. I have 
twenty Viſits to pay. Yow'll let me know 
how 2 ſucceed in your ſecret Expedition. 


E 3 L. Trink. 


—— 9 — 3 * r rar ne 


70 TRE JEALOUS WIx E. 


I. Trink. That you may depend on. 

I. Free. Remember then that To- 
Morrow Morning I expect to ſee you. 
At preſent your Lordſhip will excuſe 
me Who's there? [Calling to the Ser- 
wants.] Send e into ue Dreſſing- 
Room. ae 4(V),20 51:4 Ex 
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IL. Trink. So! If O Cutter and his 
Myrmidons are alert, I think I can't fail 
of Succeſs, and then Prenes garde, Made- 
moiſelle Harriot! This is one of the 
drolleſt e in Nature. 
Here is my Lady Freelove, a Woman of 
Senſe, a Woman that knows the World 
too, aſſiſting me in this Deſign. I never 
linew her Ladyfhip fo much out 
How, in the Name of Wonder, can 
| 05 imagine that a Man of Quality, or 
Man elſe egad, wou'd marry a fine 
Gil, after Not I, pon Honour. 
No no When I have ad the Enta- 
mure, 12 who will take che reſt of the 
Loaf. | Exit. 


SCE N E changes to Mr. OaxLy' Enter 
HA R RIOT following à Servant. 


Har. Not at home Are you bre 
chat Mrs. Oakly is not at home, Sir? 
bee * is juſt gone out, Madam. 
Har. | 
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Har. T have ſomething of Conſequence 
Af you will give me Leave, 0 1 
will wait till ſhe returns 
Serv. ' You wou'd not ſee her, if you 
did, Madam. She has given poſitive Or- 
ders not to be TY woe any Go 
1 To-day. 

Har. Sure, Sir, if you was to ler her 
know that I had particular Buſineſs- 

Serv. I ſhou'd not dare to trouble her, 
indeed, Madam. £ 

Har. _ unfortunate this is What 
can I do f- Pray Sir, can I e Mr. 
Oakly then? mw 
Serv. Yes, Madam: TI acquaint my 
Maſter, if you pleaſe. | 

Har. Pray do, Sir. iro : + 


Serv. Will you favour me with your 


Name, Madam? 
Har. Be pleaſed, Sir, to let him know 
that a Lady deſires to ſpeak with him. 
| Sero. I 3 alt, Mailgoz., LA Servant. 


HARR10 A ſola. 


Fs Wiſh 1 cou'd have ſeen Mrs. Oakly? 
What an unhappy Situation am I reduced 
to! What will the World ſay of Me? And 
yet what cou'd I do? To remain ar Lady 
Freelove's was impoſſible. Charles, I muſt 
own, has this very Day revived much of 
my 'Fendeviiels for Him; and yer I dread 
the Wildneſs of his Diſpoſition, I muſt 


= 4. now, 


: 
f 
* 
: 
| 
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now, however ſollicit Mr. Oakly's Pro- 
tection, a Circumſtance, all Things con- 
ſidered, rather diſagreeable to a delicate 
Mind, and which nothing, but the abſo- 
lute Neceſſity of it, cou'd excuſe. Good 
Heavens! What a Multitude of Difficul- 
ties and Diſtreſſes am I thrown into, by 

my - Father's obſtinate Perſeverance to 
force me into a ne 5 inen pn Soul 
abhors! 


Euter W 1 


| Oz, ” Entering.] Where is this Lady? 
—— Seeing her.] Bleſs me, Miſs Ruſſet, 
is it Tou? Was ever any Thing ſo un- 
lucky? [ Aſide.] Is it poſſible, ae 
that I ſee you here? | 
Har. It is too true, Sir! And the Oc- 
caſion on which I am now to trouble 
you, i is s ſo much in 1 Need of an Apology, 
that. N 

Oak. Pray make none, Madam! If 
my Wife ſhou'd return before I get her 
out of the Houſe again [Afede. 

Har. I dare ſay, Sir, you are not quite 
a Stranger to tlie Attachment your Ne- 
phew has profeſt to Me. 

Oak. I am not Madam! I hope Charles 
has not been guilty of any Baſeneſs to- 
ward you. i he ls, I'll never ſee his 
Rag again. en er 
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Har. I have wn, Cauſe to accuſe him. 
bor b 

Oaf. But what? Madam! Pray dente 
n very Perſon in * World I 
would not have ſeen! Ide. 

Har. You ſeem uneaſy , sir! 

Oak: No, nothing at all——Pray, 
g0 on, Madam. 

Har. I am at preſent, Sir, through 4 

Concurrence of ſtrange Accidents, in a 
very unfortunate Situation and do not 
know what will become of e e 
your Aſſiſtance. 
Oak. I'll do every Thing it in my Power 
to ſerve you. I know of your leaving 
your Father, by a Letter we have had 
from him. Fray let me know rhe reſt of 
your Story /- + 

Har. My Sending Sir; is very at 
When I left my Father's I came immedia- 
tely to London, and took Refuge with a 
Relation, where, inſtead of meeting witk 
the Protection I expected, I was alarmed 
with the moſt infamous Deſigns upon my 
Honour. It is not an Hour ago, ſince 
your Nephe w reſcued me from the At- 
tempts of a Villain. I tremble to think, 
that I left him actually engaged in a Duel. 

Oak. He is very ſafe. He has juſt ſent 
home the Chariot from the St. Alban's 
Tavern, where he dines To-day. But 


what are > your Commands forme, Madam? 
Har. 
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Har. T am heartily glad to hear of his 
Safety.— The Favour, Sir, I would now 
requeſt of you is, that you will ſuffer me 
to remain for a few . in e Houſe. 
_ © Oak, Madam! 

Har. And that in the mean Time you 
will uſe your utmoſt Endeavours to re- 
concile me to my Father, without his forc- 

ing me into a Marriage with Sir —_— 
Beagle. | | 

Oak. This is the moſt perplexing Shows: 
tion! Why did not Charles take Care 
to beſtow you properly ? 

Har. It is moſt probable, Sir, that I 
ſhould not have conſented to ſuch a Mea- 
ſure myſelf. The World is but too apt 

to cenſure, even without a Cauſe: And 
if you are ſo kind as to admit me into 
your Houſe, I muſt deſire not to conſider 
Mr. Oakly in any other Light than as 
your Nephew; as in my preſent Cir- 
cumſtances I haus particular Obiesstent a 
n 
Oak. What an unlucky Circumiſtaice! 
Upon my Soul, Madam, I wou'd do 
any Thing to ſerve you bur being in 
my Houſe, creates a Difficulty that 
Har. I hope, Sir, you do not doubt 
the Truth of what I have told you. 

Oak. J religiouſly believe every Tittle 

of it, Madam, but I have ene Fa- 
4 Conſiderations, that - 
| — 
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Hur. Sure, Sir, you cannot ſuſpe& me 
to be baſe enough to form any Connec- 


tions in your Family, contrary to your In- 
dclinations, while I am living in your Houſe: 


On. Such Connections, Madam, would 
do me and all my Family great Honour. 


I ' never dreamt of any Scruples on that 


Account. — What can I do: —Let me ſee 
let me ee a.  [Paufng: 


Fa. Ar. OAKLY r in 4 Ca- 
puchin, Iippet, C. 

"0nd ial: Jam fure I heard the Voice 

of a Woman converſing with my Huſband 

— — Ha! [Seeing Harriot.] It is ſo, in- 
deed! Ler-me- contain e 


liſten. ah an 


Har. L ſee; 854 you: are not ihefin 'd 
to ſerve me Good Heaven! What 
am I referv'd/ to Why, Why did 1 
leave my Father's Houſe to expoſe myſelf | 
to greater Diſtreſſes? Ready to weep. 
- Oak. I would do any Thing for your 


Sake: Indeed I wou'd. So pray be com- 


forted, and Til :think of ſome 8 
Place to beſtow you in. | | 
Mrs. Oak, So! fo! =. 
Hart What Place can be ſo proper as 
one own Houſe? | 
Oaſ. My dear Madam, I——1 
» Mrs; Oak. wy dear v Madam——Mighty 


well: 1G F 


Oak. 
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Oal. Huſh ! hark what Noiſe 
ee eee But III be plain 
with you, Madam, We may be inter- 
rupted. The Family Conſideration I 
hinted at, is nothing elſe than my Wife. 
She is a little unhappy in her Temper, 
Madam! — And if you was to be admitted 
into the Houſe, I don't __ what * | 
be the Conſequence. 2 

Mrs. Oak. Very fine 

Har. My Behaviour, Sir!!! 

Oak. My dear Life, it wou'd be i. 
ſible for you to behave in ſuch a Manner, 
as not to give her Suſpicion. 1 

Har. But if your Nephew, Sir, took 
every Thing upon himſelf. : 

Ozk. Still that would not do, Madam! | 
Why this very Morning, when the 
Letter came from your Father. though 1 
poſitively denied any Knowledge of it, 
and Charles owned it, you it was almaſl 
impoſſible to pacify her. 0 
Mrs. Oak. The Letter ——How 1 
have been bubbled! -— | 

Har. What ſhall I do? What will be. 
come of me? | 

Oak. Why, look ye, my Anas Madam, 
ſince my: Wife is ſo ſtrong an Objection, 
it is abſolutely impoſſible for me to take 
you into the Houſe. Nay if I had not 
known ſhe was gone out, juſt before you 


n I ſhould be uneaſy at your being 
here 


| here even now. So we muſt wang as 
well as we can. Il take a private Lodging 
for you a little Way off, unknown to 
Charles or my Wife, or any Body; and 
if Mrs. Oakly ſhould diſcover it ar laſt, 
why the whole "Matter will Fat en 9 
Charles, you know. 255 
Mis. Oak. Upon Charles! e rg 
Har. How unhappy is my Situation! 
[Weeping J T am ruined for ever. 
Oak. Ruin d! Not at all. Such a Thing 
as this has happened to many à young 
Lady before you, and all has been well 
again. Keep up your Spirits! III con- 
trive, if I poſſibly can, to Vin vou eve 
uh 
Mes: Oak: Tasse Win you 10 ? 
0 Mr. Oakly! Have I diſcovered you at 
laſt? VII viſit you Wage. And you, my 
dear Madam, III. | pe 
Har. Madam, I don't aut EZ 15 
Mrs. Oak. I underſtand the whole Af. 
fair, and have underſtood it for ſome 
Time paſt. You ſhall have a private 
Lodging), Miſs!——r": is the fitteſt Place 
for you, I believe. —How dare you 
look me in the Face? | 
_ Oak, For Heaven's "VAR? my E648 
don't be” ſo violent. Lou are quite 
wrong in this Affair Vou don't 15600 
who you are talking to. That Lady is A 
Perſon of Faſhion. © © | 


Mrs. 
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Mes. Oak; Fine Faſhion, indeed! To 
ſeduce. other Women's Huſbands! 
. Har. Dear Madam; bow can you ima- 
n 
+ Oak. I tell vou, my e this is os 
young Lady that Charles ——-_ - 
Mrs. Oak, Mighty well! But that won't 
do, Sir! Did not I hear you lay the 
whole Intrigue together? Did not! hear 
Four fine Plot of throwing all che Blame 
upon Charles ?- 
Oak. Nay, be cool a Moment - You 
muſt know, my Dear, that the Letter 
which came this Morainge- related to thas 
Lagy: | 
Mrs. Oak. I 8 it. 
Oak, And ſince that, it ſeems, Charles 
has been ſo forrunate as to—— 1 - / 
Mrs. Oak. O you deceirful Man \—Thar 
«, 5H is too ſtale to paſs again with me. 
>It- is plain now what you meant by 
your propoling to take her into the Houſe 
this Morning.——But. the Gentlewoman 
cou'd introduce herſelf, I ſee. 1 
. Oak. Fie! fie, my Dear, ſhe came on 
purpoſe.1 to Enquire for Lou. 

Better and 
better Did not She watch her Oppor- 
tunity, and come to Vou juſt as I went 
out? But I am phliged to you for your 
Vii, Madam. It is ſufficiently Paid. 
r don't let me detain you. OR 

55 ak, 


13 


* 
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Oak. For Shame! For Shame, Mrs. 
Oakly! How can you be ſo abſurd? Is 
this proper Behaviour to a Levy, of her 
Character! 

Mies. Oak. I have 3 her ane 
727 my ſine run-away Madam! Now 
you've eloped from your e and run 
away from your Aunt! G0 ou 
ſhan't ſtay here, I promiſe you. | 

Oak. Prithee, be quiet. You don't 
| know, what you are doing. She ſhall ſtay. 

Mrs. Oak. She ſhan't ſtay a Minute. 

Oak. She ſhall tay a Minute, an Hour, 
a »this; a Week, a Month, a Year l- 
Sdeath, Madam, e mail en 155 ever 
if J chuſe et biztirob 

Mrs. Oak. Host | 

Har. For Heaven's Sake, Sie, let me 
go. Jam frighted to Death. 

-Oat. Don't be afraid, Madadt 
She ſhall ſtay, I inſiſt upon it. 

* Ruſſet, within. I tell you, Sir, I will 
go-up. I am ſure that the Lady is . . 
and nothing ſhall hinder © PR as 

Har. O my Tacker! My Father! 

"[Faints away. 
on. See! She . [Catching ber. — 
Ring the Bell! Who's there? 

Mrs. Oak. | What! Take her into your 

Arms too!—T have no Patience. 


Euter 


— 
yo 


go TE JEALOUS WIFE. 
Enter Russ ET, 1 denn wr. 

© Ruſt Where is this IIa Fainting ! 

Running to ber.] O my dear Harriot! 

My Child! My Child! 

Oak. Your coming ſo abruptly ſhocked 
her Spirits. Bur ſhe revives. 25 do 
you, Madam? 

Har. [To Ruſſet.] 0, Sir! hk 

Ruſ. O my dear Girl! How cou'd you 
run away from your Father, that loves 
you with ſuch Fondneſs! —Bur'l was 
ſure I ſhow'd find you here 
Mrs. Oak; There— There! dude hs 
ſhou'd find her here! Did not I tell you 
fo : Are not you a wicked Man, to 
carry on ſuch baſe 8 Doing with 
a Gentleman's Daughter? 

-. Ruſ. Let me tell you, . n 
you may think of the Matter, I ſhall not 
eaſily put up with this Behaviour. 

ow durſt you encourage my Daughter 
to an Elopement, and receive her 1 in your 
Houſe? © 
© Mrs. Onk. There, mind that re 
Thing 1 is as plain as the Light. e 

Oak. I tell you, you miſunderſtand 
Ruſt Took you, Mr. Oakly, 1 ſhall ex- 
pe Satisfaction from your Family for ſo 
groſs an Affront.—Zouns, Sir, I um not 
to be us'd ill by any Man in England. 

Har. My dear bir, I can 8 — 


Ruſ. 
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Ruſ. Hold your Tongue, Girl! You'll 
pur me in a Paſſion, BE 

Oak.. Sir, this is all a Miſtake. 

Na. A Miſtake! Did not I find her i in 
your Houſe? 3 

Oak. Upon my Soul, ſhe has not been | 
in the Houſe above 

| Mrs. Oak. Did not I hear you ſay you 
wou'd take her a ene A private 
Lodging ! mT 

Oak. Yes, but that 1 
Ku. Has not this Affair been carried 

on a long Time in ſpite of my Teeth ? 

Oak. Sir, I never troubled mytelt: 

 Mrs.,Oak. Never troubled yourſelf!— 
Did not you inſiſt on her ſtaying in * 
Houſe, whether I wou'd or no? * 

Oak: No. 198 

Ruſ. Did not you ſend to meet her, 
when ſhe came to Town? | 

Oak. No. 

Mrs. Oak. Did not you deceive me 
about the Letter this Morning? 

Oak. No- no- no I tell you, No. 
Mrs. Oak.  Yes— yes — yes- -I tell 
* Nes. | 
- Raſ., Shan't I believe my o Eyes? 

Mis. Oak. ann 1 bella my own 
N tes” | 

Oak. I tell you, you are both ele 

Nuſ. Lounds, Sir, TU. have eee 
tion. Aichner enn 40 


Vor. III. . 5 "Mrs. 


\ 
$2 Tu E Jr ALous W1FE. 
Mrs. Oak. Tl ſtop theſe fine Doings, | 


I warrant you, 
Oak. 'Sdeath, you will not let me ſpeak | 


—And you are both alike I think. I 


| wiſh you were married to one another | 


with all my Heart. 
Mrs, Oak. Mighty well! Mighty well! 
4%. I ſhall 5 find a Time to talk 
with Lou. | 
Oak. Find a Time to WY You hv 
talked enough now for all your Lives. 
Mrs. Oak. Very fine! Come along, Sir! 
Leave that Lady with her Father. Now 


| ſhe is in the propereſt Hands, [Extt. 


Oak. I wiſh I could leave you in his 
Hands.—[Going, Returns] I ſhall follow 
you, Madam!—One Word with you, Sir! 
The Height of your Paſſion, and 
Mrs. Oakly's ſtrange Miſeppretienſon' of 
this whole Affair, makes it impoſſible to 
explain Matters to you at preſent. I will 
do it when you Pleaſe, and how you 
22 25 . 55 wh | 


$4 bal 


nem Ass E T and Hinnio | A 


Ruſ.' Ves, yes: bl have Satisfaction. 
———$o, Madam! I have found you at 
"i vou have made a fine Confuſion 

8 


. I Faber indeed; hag the innocent 
Gale of a great on of Contuſion. £11343 
Ruſ. 
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RNuſ. Innocent! What Buſineſs had 
you ro be running hither after——— 

Har.' My dear Sir, you miſunderſtand 
the whole Affair. I have not been in rhis 
Houſe half an Hour. 

Raf Zounds, Girl, don't put me in a 
Paſſion ou know. I love you 
bur a Lie puts me in a Paſſion. But come 
along—We'll leave this Houſe directly 

[CHARLES finging TOP ] Hey- 
day! what now ? | 


After a Nen ven, Enter "On HA R L E 17 
| drunk. 


Char. But my Wine neither Nurſes nor 
Babies can bri ing, : 
| And 4 big-bellied Bottles a mighty © 

| good Thing. [Singing. 


What's here? a Woman? Harriot! Impoſ- 
ſible! My deareſt, ſweeteſt Harrior! I 
have been looking all over the Town for 
you, and ar laſt- when I was tired 
and weary - and ' diſappointed 
—why then the honeſt Major and I 
far down together to drink your Health in 
Pint Bumpers [Running up to her. 
Ru ſ. Stand off! ——How dare you take 
any Liberties with my Daughter before 
me? Zounds, Sir, I'll be the Death of you. 
Char. Ha! Squire Ruſſet too! You 
e aa Cock, how do you? But 
2 - Har- 


| =" = my dear Girl! — hold 4 


ber.] My Life, my Soul, my 
' Ref... Let her go, Sin ere Come away 
Harriot! Leave un this Inſtant, or 
Til tear you aſunder. [Pulling ber. 

| Har. There needs no e to tear 
| ms from a Man who could diſguiſe him- 
ſelf in ſuch a groſs Manner, at a Time 
when he knew I was in the utmoſt Diſtreſs. 


" 4Diſengages herſelf, and Exit with Ruſſet. 


CHARLES Lali = 


Only hear me, Sir! Madam 
My dear Harvion Mr. Ruflet 
Gone! She's Gone and 'egad in 


very ill Humour, and in very bad Com- 
ns rn — Il go. after her But hold!—1 
all only make it worſe as I did 
now TI recolleCt once before. How 
the Devil came They here Who 
wou'd have thought of finding Her in my 
own Houſe *——My Head turns round 
with Conjectures.—I believe I am drunk 
very drunk —ſo egad, I'll een go and 


ſleep myſelf ſober, and then enquire the 


Meaning of all this. For, I ſove Sue, and 
Ln loves me, Sts a ga Sin ging. 


ENOU oF THE rain Ac. ert 


# A A C T 


. ils halo hd Wah 
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„ 
SCENE OAK TY s. 
Enter Mrs. OarLy, 1 8 Major OaLy. | 


ELL 
de ah Siſter ! | | 
Mrs. Oak. I will know the Truth of 
this Matter. Why can't you tell me the 

whole Story? 

Maj. Til tell you nothing.—There's' 
nothing to tell You know the Truth 
already. Beſides, what have I to do 
with it? Suppoſe there was a Diſturbance 
LVeſterday,— What's that to me? Was F © 
here? It's no Buſineſs of mine. | 

Mis. Oak. Then why do you ſtudy to 
make it ſo? Am I not well aſſured that 
this Miſchief commenced at your Houſe 
in the Country? And now you are carry-' 
ing it on in Town. 

Maj. This is always the Caſe in Fa- 
mily-ſquabbles. My Brother has put you 
out of Humour, and you chuſe to vent 
your Spleen upon me. 

Mrs. Oak. Becauſe I know that you are 
the Occaſion of his Hll-uſage. Mr. Oakly 
never behaved in ſuch a Manner before. 

29 I! Am I the Occaſion of it? 

F 3 Mrs. 


well— 


But 
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Mrs. Oak. Ves, you. I am ſure on't. 

Maj. I am glad on't with all my Heart. 

Mrs. Oak. Indeed! | 

Maj. Ay, indeed: And you are the 
more obliged to me. Come, come, 
Siſter, it's Time you ſhou'd reflect a little. 
My Brother is become a public Jeſt; and 
by- and - by, if this fooliſh Affair gets 
Wind, the whole Family will be the Sub- 
jet of Town-talk. 15 


Mrs. Oak. And well it may, . you 


take ſo much Pains to expoſe us. 
The little Diſquiets and Uneaſineſſes of 
other Families are kept ſecret; but here 
Quarrels are fomented, and afterwards 
induſtriouſly made publick And you, 
Sir, you have done all this you are 
my greateſt Enemy. _ 
Maj. Your trueſt Friend, Siſter. 


Mrs. Oak. But it's no Wcinden. You © 


have no Feelings of Humanity, no Senſe 


of Domeſtick Happinels, no Idea of Ten- 


derneſs or Attachment to any Woman. 

Maj. No Idea of Plague or Diſquiet 
No, no- And yet I can love a Woman 
for all that——heartily As you ſay, 
tenderly But then I always chuſe a 
Woman {hou'd ſhew a little Love for me 
too. 

Mrs. Oak. Cruel Inſi mation!—But I 
defy your Malice——Mr. Oakly can have 
no Doubt of my Affection for him. 

c N Maj. 


Wa 64 ac 3 Ls 
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Maj. Nor ene hat yer your Af- 
h 


| Feftion, ſuch as ir is, has all the evil Pro- 
perties of Averſipn, You abſolutely kill 
him with Kindneſs. Why, what a Life 
he leads! He ſerves for nothing but a 
mere Whetſtone of your Ill: humour. 
Mrs. Oak. Pray now, Sir! 
Maj. The Violence of your Temper 
makes his Houſe uncomfortable to him, 
poiſons his Meals, and breaks his Reſt. | 
Mrs. Oak. I beg, Major Oakly, that 
Maj. . it is to have a Wife that 
doats upon one! The leaſt Trifle 
kindles your Suſpicion; you take Fire in 
an Inſtant, and ſet the Whole Family in a 
Blaze. 
Mrs. Oak. This is beyond all Patience 
No, Sir, tis you are the Incendiary. 
You are the Cauſe of can't bear ſuch 
[Ready to weep.]—From this Inſtant, Sir, 
J forbid you my Houſe. However Mr, 
Oakly may treat me himſelf, I'll never be 
made the ern a all his inſolent Relay, 
tions. b Ls 


Major OAKLY, ſotus. 

Wan yes, I knew I ſhould be turn d 
out of Doors. There ſhe goes Back 
2 to my Brother directly. Poor Gentle: 
man! slife, if he was but half the 

Man that I am, I'd engage to keep her go; 


ing to and fro all Day, like a Shuttlecock. 
| F 4 Enter 
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Enter CHARLES. 
What Charles! 
| Char. O Major! Have you ant of 
what happened after I left you Yeſterday ? 

Maj. Heard! Yes, yes, I have heard 
it plain enough. But poor Charles! Ha! 
ha! ha! What a Scene of Confuſion! I 
wou''d give the World to have been there. 

Char. And I wou'd give the World to 
have been any where elſe. Curſed For- 
tune! 

Maj. To come in ſo opportunely at the 
Tail of an Adventure! Was not your 
Miſtreſs mighty glad to ſee you? You was 
very fond of her, I dare ſay. 

Char. I am upon the Rack. Who. can 
tell what Rudeneſs I might offer her? I 
can remember nothing I deſerve to 
loſe her To make myſelf a Beaſt! 
And at ſuch a Time too e 
Fool! Fool! Fool! | 
Maj. Prithee, be quiet, Charles HEMT! 

Never vex yourſelf about nothing; this 
will all be made up the firſt Time: you 
ſee her. 

Char. I ſhou'd dread to ſee her 
And yet the not knowing where ſhe is, 
diſtracts me—Her Father may force her 
to marry Sir Harry Beagle immediately. 
Maj. Not he, I promiſe you. She'd 
run plum into your Arms ee in n of \ 
her Father” s Teeth, 2H 

Char. 


Reconciliation ! 
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Char. But then her Father's Violence, 
and the Mildneſs of her Diſpoſition- 
Maj. Mildneſs —Ridiculous!— Truſt to 
the Spirit of the Sex in her. I warrant 
you, like all the reſt, ſhe'll have Perver- 
ſeneſs enough not to do as her Father 
would have her. 
Char. Well—well—But then my Be- 

haviour to her To expoſe myſelf in 
ſuch 2 Condition to her again! The very 
Occaſion of our former Quarrell X 

Maj. Quarrel! ha! ha! ha! What ſigni- 
fies a Quarrel with a Miſtreſs? Why, the 
whole Affair of making Love, as they call 
it, is nothing but quarrelling and making 
it up again. They quarrel df purpoſe to 
kiſs and be Friends. 

Char. Then indeed Things ſeemed to 
be taking a fortunate Turn To renew 
our Difference at ſuch a Time! Juſt 
when I had ſome Reaſon to hope for a 
May Wine be my 
Poiſon if ever I am drunk again! 

Maj. Ay, ay, fo . Man ſays the 
next Morning. | 
Char. Where! where can ſhe be? her 
Vicker wou'd hardly have carried her back 
to Lady Freelove's, and he has no Houſe 
in Town himſelf, nor Sir Harry——1 
don't know what to think I'll go in 
Search of her, r I don't know where 
to I myſelf. o A it 


— 


| 
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Enter SERVANT. 


Serv. A Gentleman, Sir, that TR him- 


ſelf Captain 0 Cutter deſires to ſpeak 

\ with You. © 
| Char. Don't trouble me- 
body Pam not at hoe. 
Serv. The Gentleman Non he has very 
Particular Buſineſs, and he muſt ſee you. 
8 Char. What's, his Name? Who dic you 


ee Captain O cutter, Sir! 

Char. Captain O Cutter! I never heard 
of him before. Do' you know any Thing 
of him, Major? 

Maj. Not 1——But you hear he has 
Perrtechak Buſineſs. Tl leave the Room. 

Char. He can have no Buſineſs that 
need be a Secret to 442 Defire the 
Captain to walk up. [Exit Servant. 
What would I give if this unknown 
Captain was to prove a Meſlenger from 

my Harriot! : 2 5 
B | n 
| e O C UTT E R. 

0 Cut. Jontlemen, your Sarvant! Is 
either of your Names Charles Oakly, Eſq. 

Char. Charles Oakly, Sir, is my Naine; 
if you have any Buſineſs with it. 


0 Cut. Avaſt, avaſt, my Dear 3 


Wer a Fittle Buſineſs with your Name, 


r as I was to let nobody know it, 1 
0 can't 


% 


III ſee r no- | 


— t I ad nds 0» a 


/ 


can't mend it, till you clear the Decks, 
fait. Pointing to the Major.] 

Char. This Gentleman, Sir, is my moſt 
intimate Friend, and any Thing that con- 
cerns me may be mentioned before him. 

O Cut. O, if he's your Friend, my 
Dear, we may do all above board. It's 
only about your deciding a Deferance 
with my Lord Trinket. He wants to 

ew you a little warm Work; and as I 
a ſteering this Way, he deſired me to 
fetch you this Letter. [ Giving a Letter. 

Maj. How, Sir, a Challenge! 

0 Cat. Ves, fait, a Challenge. I am 
to be his Lordſhip's Second; and if you 
are fond of a hot Birth, and will come 
along with that Jontleman, we'll all go 
to it together, and make a little Line of 
Battle a-head of our own, my Dear! 

Char. | Reading.] Ha! What s this? This 
may be uſeful. _  [Afde. 

Maj. Sir, I am infinitely obliged to 
you—A rare Fellow this! [ Afde.] Yes, 


yes, I'll meet all the good Company. III 


be there in my Waiſtcoat and Pumps, and 
take a Morning's Breathing-with you. Are 
you very fond of Fighting: ? Sir. | 

O Cut. Indeed and I am. I love it 
better than falt Beef or Biſcuit. 

Maj. But pray, Sir, how are you in- 


tereſted in this Difference ? Da vou know 


what it is about? 25 
N 0 Car. 
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0 Cut. O the Devil burn me, not I. 
What ſignifies what it's about, you know ? 
So we do but tilt a little. 

Maj. What! fight and not know for 
what? 

O Cut. When the Signal s out for en- 
gaging, what ſignifies talking? | 

May. I fancy, Sir, a Duel i isa common 
Breakfaſt with you. I'll warrant now, you 
Rave been engag d in many ſuch Affairs. 

0 Cut. Upon my Shoul, and I have; 
Sea or Land, its all one to little Terence 
O Cutter When I was laſt in Dublin, I 
fought one Jontleman for cheating me 
out of a Touſand Pounds: I fought two 
of the Mermaid's Crew about Sally Mac- 
guire; tree about Politicks; and one 
about the Play-houſe in Smock-Alley. 
But upon my Fait! finceI am in England, | 
1 have done noting at all, at all. 

Char. This is lucky —but my Tranſport 
| will diſcover me. ¶ Aſide.] Will you be fo 
kind, Sir, [15 O Cutter. as to make my 
Compliments to his Lordſhip, and aſſure 
him that T ſhall do myſelf che Honour of 
waiting on him. 

0 Cut. Indeed, and I will. 
my Dear, won't you come too ? 

[To Maj. Oakly. 

Maj. Depend upon't. We'll go thro' 
| the whole. Exerciſe: - Carte, Tierce, _— | 

oor, Captain! a | 


FR 


_ Oo. 
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Char. Now. to get my Intelligence. 
Alle I think the Time, Sir, his Lord- 
Jhip appoints, in his Letter, isa 

O Cut. You tay right. Six o Clock. 

(har. And the Kane eb Pai 
think, behind Mantague Houſe. | 
:5x0 Cur. No, my Dear! -Avaſt, by 
the Ring in Hyde-Park, fair———1 ſettled 
it there myſelf for fare of Interruption. 5 
Char. True, as you ſay, the Ring in 
Hyde-Park—!I had en well, T 

not fail you, Sir. | 

O Cut. Devil burn me, ungt 1 „ 
my Shoul little Terence 0 Cutter will ſee 
fair Play, or he'll know the Reaſon 
And fo, my Dear, your Sarvant. ¶ Exit. 

Maj. Ha! ha! ha! What a Fellow bree 
He loves Fighting, like a Game Cock. 

Char. O Uncle! the luckieſt Thing i 5 
the World“! 

Maj. What, to have the Chance of 
being run through the Body! I delire no 
ſuch good Fortune. 

Char. Wiſh me Joy, wiſh me * I 


have. found her, my dear Girl, my Har- 


riot She is at an Inn in Helga 
Major! | | bend] i t 

ro May, Ay! how do you know? +. 
Char. Why this dear, delighrful, charm- 
ing, blundering ne bas eee 

mem Leger N 1 
e A wrong Letter! r vol: 
Char. 
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Char. Yes, a Letter from Lord Trinket 
to Lady Freelove, 


Maj. The Devil! Wat are the Con- 0 


tents? 

Char. The News 1 told you « juſt now, 
thar ſhe's at an Inn in Holborn: -And 
beſides, an Excuſe from my Lord, for 


not waiting on her Ladyſhip this Morning, ; 


according to his Promiſe, as he ſhall be 


entirely taken wp Wan his Deſign en 


$ 


Harrior. © 


Maj. So ide le A Plot beteten the 


Lord and the Lady! 

Char. What his Plot is I ter Kenn; 
bur I ſhall beg Leave to be made a Party 
in it: So perhaps his Lordſhip and I may 
meet, and decide our Deferance, as the 

Captain calls it, before Lo- morrow Mor- 
ning. There read, read, Man! 
| [Gining the Letter, 

Maj. fReading ] Um um um 
Very fine! And what do you propoſe 
doing ? 
| Char. To go thither ame iddelys, 
Maj. Then you ſhall take me with you. 
Who knows what his Lordſhip's ge e 
may be? I begin to ſuſpe& foul Play. 

Char. No, no; pray mind your own 
Buſineſs. If I find there is any Need 1 
your Aſſiſtance, P11 ſend for you. 86 

Maj. You'll manage this Affair like a 
Boy. now—Go on raſhly with Noiſe and 

Buſtle, 
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Buſtle, and Fury, and get yourſelf 5. 
WO Scrape. . 

Char. Nvo=tio=Ler me alone; Ill go 
incog.—Leave' my Chariot at ſome «4 
rance—Proceed prudently, and rake Care 
of myſelf, 1 warrant you. I did not 
imagine that I ſhou'd ever rejoice at re- 
ceiving a Challenge, but this is the moſt 
fortunate Accident that eou'd poſſibly have 
e Bye 5 bye Uncle! rue —_ 

| © Aden Oar LY, ſolos. al 
1 dort half approve this—and yet 1 
can hardly ſuſpect his Lordſhip of ar 
very deep Deſigns neither. —Charle: 
may eaſily outwit him. 'Harkye, William! 
1 ſeeing a Servant at Jome 1 


Euter Servant. 

Serv. Sic!“ r 
Maj. Where's my Brother? 
Serv. In his Study alone, Sir? 
Maj. And how is he, William? 
Serv. Pretty well, I believe, Sir? 
Maj. Ay, ay, but 1s 4 in good Hu- 
mour, or— 

Serv. I never meddl in Tarily AE 
nor I, Sir! [Exit, 


— 


Mojor Oar LY, „ ſolts. 
Well faid, William! No bad Hint 
for me, perhaps What a ſtrange World 
1 5 3 5 | 85 | we 


we live in!—No two People in it love 
one another better than my Brother and 
Siſter, and yet the bittereſt Enemies cou'd 
not torment each other more heartily 
Ah, if He had but half my Spirit !- 

And yet he don't want it neither Bur 
J know his Temper—He pieces out the 
Matter with Maxims, and Scraps of Phi- 
loſophy, and Odds and Ends of Sentences 
l muſt live in Peace Patience is the 
beſt Remedy —Any Thing for a quiet 
Life! and ſo on———However, Yeſterday 
to give him his 7 he behaved like a 
Man. Keep it up, Brother! Keep it up! 
Or it's all over. with You. Since Miſchief 
is on Foot, III een ſer it forwards on all 
Sides. III in to him directly, read him 
one of my Morning Lectures, and per- 
ſuade him, if I poſſibly can, to go out 
with Me immediately; or work him up 
to ſome open Act of Rebellion againſt the 

ſovereign Authority of his Lady-Wife. 
Zounds, Brother, rant, and roar, and rave, 

| and turn the Houſe out of the Window. 

| II was a Huſband !— 'Sdeath, what a 

| Pity it is, that Nobody knows how to | 

| manage a Wife, but a Batchelor, Ae | 


* : #4 ; 1 f : wat 
$4 1 14 1 


| = 
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SCENE. changes to the BULL and 
GATE IN N. 


HA RIOT, ſola. 


| What will become of Me? My Father 
is enraged, and deaf to all Remonſtrances, 
and here I am to remain by his poſitive 
Orders, to receive this boody Baronet's 
odious Addreſſes. Among all my 
Diſtreſſes, I muſt confeſs that Charles his 
Behaviour Yeſterday is not the leaſt. So 
wild! So given up to Exceſles! And yet 
I am aſhamed to own it even to 
Myſelt: I love him: And Death itſelf 
ſhall not prevail on me to give my Hand 
to Sir Harry. —But here he comes! 
What ſhall I do with him? 


Enter Sir HARRY BEAGLE. 


Sir H. Your Servant , Miſs! What! 
Not ſpeak!— Baſhful e eee. 
then I e eee Miſs, I am a Man 
of few Words. What ſignifies hagling ? It 
looks juſt like a Dealer. Whar d'ye 
think of me for a Huſband? I am a 
tight young Fellow—ſound Wind and 
Limb free from all natural Blemiſhes— 
Rum all over, damme. 

Har. Sir, I don't underſtand you. Speak 
Engliſh, and Pl give you an Anſwer. 

Sir H. Engliſh! Why ſol do- and good 
plain Engliſh too. What d'ye think 


Vor. III. G of 


_ 


_ e'ntat? 
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of Me for a Huſband? That's Engliſh— 
I know. none of your French 
Lingo, none of your Parlyvoos, not I. 


What d'ye think of me for a Huſ- 


band? The 'Squire ſays you hall matry 


me. 
Har. What ſhall 1 fay to him? I had 


beſt be civil. [Afede.] I think, Sir, 
you deſerve a much better e and 
beg | 

Sir H. Better! No,'no, though 
you're ſo knowing „ m not to be taken 
in ſo. Vow're a fine Thing Your 
Points are all good. 
Har. Sir Harry! Sincerity is above all 
Ceremony. Excuſe me, if I declare I 
never will be your Wife. And if you 


have a real Regard for me, and my Hap- 


ineſs, you will give up all Pretenſion to 
me. Shall I beſeech you, Sir, to per- 
ſuade my Father not to urge a Marriage, 


to which I am determined never to con- 


ent? 017 5 
Sir H. Hey! how! what! be off !- 
Why it's a Match, Miſs! It's Jobs 
and done on both Sides. | 
Har. For Heaven's rake, dir, withdraw 
your Claim to me. 1/never can be 
prevailed on indeed I can't | 


Sir H. What make a Match, and chen 
draw Stakes! That's doing of nothing 
lay or pay all the World over. 
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Har. Let me prevail on you, Sir! 
I am determined not to marry you at all 
Events. 

Sir H. But your Father's determin'd 
you ſhall, Miss! So the Odds are on 
mv Side. I am not quite ſure of my 
Horſe, bur I have the Rider hollow. 

Har. Your Horſe! Sir—d'ye take me 
for but I forgive you.—I heſeech you 
come into my Propoſal. 3 will be Deer 
for us both in the End. 

Sir H. I can't be off. 

Har. Let me intreat vou. 

Sir H. I tell you, it's unpoſſible. 
Har. Pray, pray do, Sir. | 
. Sir H. I can't, damme. 

Har. I beſeech you. h 

Sir Har. [Whiſtles. 

Har. How! laugh'd at? 

Sin H. Will you Marry me? Dear Ally, 
Ally Croker! | Singing. 
Har. Marry you? I had rather be mar- 

ried to a Slave, a Wretch- You *-. 
| - [Walks about. 

Sir H. A fine going Thing. 
She has a deal of Foot: treads well 
upon her Paſterns goes above her 
Ground 

Har. Peace! Wretch !—Do you talk to 
me as if | were your Horſe? 

Sir H. Horſe! Why not ſpeak of my 


N If your fine Ladies had half as 
G 2 muny 
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many good Qualities, they wou'd be 
much better Bargains. | 
Har. And if their Wretches of Huſ- 
bands liked them half ſo well as they do 
their Horſes,. they wou'd lead better 
Lives. | | 
Sir H. May-hap ſo. 
nifies talking to You? The 'Squire 
ſhall know your Tricks He'll doctor 
you. PII go and talk to him. | 


Har. Go any where, ſo that you go 
from me. 

Sir H. He'll break you in—If you won't 
go in a Snaffle, you muſt be put in a Curb 
He'll break you, damme. [Exit. 


But what ſig- 


HARRIO T ſla. 


A Wretch! But I was to blame to 
ſuffer his brutal Behaviour to ruffle my 
Temper. I cou'd expect nothing elſe 
from him, and he is below my Anger. 
How much Trouble has this odious 
Fellow cauſed both to me and my poor 
Father! I never difobeyed him before, 
and my Denial now makes him quite un- 
happy. In any Thing elſe I would be all 
Submiſſion; and even now, while I dread 
his Rage, my Heart bleeds for his Uneaſi- 
ues I wiſh I cou'd reſolve to obey 


Enter 
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Enter Russ Ex. 
5 R/ Are not you a ſad Girl? a perverſe, 
 Nubborn, obſtinate | 
Har. My deär Sir 


Ruſe Look ye, Harriot, don't at 


—— —?You'll put me in a Paſſion— Will 
you have him? Anſwer me thar 


Why don't the Girl ſpeak?—Will you 


have him? 
Har. Deareſt Sir, there is nothing in 


the World elſe- 
Ruſ. Why there there Look ye 


there! Zouns, you ſhall have him 
Huſſy, you ſhall have him You 
ſhall marry him To-nighr Did. 1 not 


you promiſe to receive him civilly ? 
How came you to affront him? 
Har. Sir, I did receive him very civilly; 


but his Behaviour was ſo inſolent and in- 


R Ty 
Ruſ. Infolent!— Zouns, III blow his 


Brains our.—Inſolent to my dear Hartiot! 


—A Rogue! a Villain! a Scoundrel! 111 
but it's a Lie—I know it's a Lie — He 
durſt not behave inſolent - Will you have 
him? Anſwer me that. Will you have 

him? Zouns you ſhall have him. 
Har. If you un any Love for me, 

Sir 

Ru ſ. Love for you? —You know I love 
you—You know your Pang fond Father 
doats on you to Madnels. I wou'd not 
G 3 force 
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force you, if I did not love you Don- t 
I want you to be happy: But I know 
what you would have. Vou want young 
Oakly, a rakehelly, drunken- | 

Har. Releaſe: me from Sir Harrhry and 
if I ever marry againſt your Content, re- 
nounce me for ever. 
 Ruſ. I will renounce you, unlef you'll 
have Sir Harry. 

Har. Conſider, | my dear Sir, yourll. 
make me miſerable. I would die to pleaſe 
you, but cannot proſtitute my Hand to a 
Man my Heart abhors. Abſolve me 
from this hard Command, and in every 
Thing elſe it will be ie Gala ro WF 

ou. 

Raf. vom! break my Heart, Harriot 
you'll break my Heart Make you 
miſerable Don't I want to make you 
happy? Is not he the richeſt Man in the 
County? — That will make you happy. 


Country long to get him? And yet 
vou are ſo perverſe, and wayward, and 
ſtubborn————Zouns you ſhall have him. 

Har. For Heaven's ſake, Sir— | 

Raj. Hold your Tongue, Harriot! 
III hear none of your Nonſenſe. ab | 
ſhall have him, I tell you, you ſhall have 
him He ſhall marry you this very 
Night [11 go for a Licence and a 


* immediately. TZouns Why do I 
N ſtand 


Don't all the pale-faced Girls in the 
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fland arguing with you? An't J your Fa- 
ther? Have not I a Right to diſpoſe of 


you? You ſhall have him; 


Har. Sir 
Ruſ. I won't hear a Word: You ſhall 


have him. gie 1 


| Har RIOT, ſola. 
| Sic!—Hear me !—but one Word He 
will not hear me, and is gone to prepare 
for this odious Marriage. I will die be- 
fore I conſent to it. You ſhall have him! 
O that Fathers would enforce their Com- 
mands by better Arguments! And yet I 
pity him, while he afflicts me. He up- 
braided me with Charles his Wildneſs and 
Intemperance— Alas! but too juſtly—- 1 
ſee that he is wedded to his Exceſſes; and 
Jought to conquer an Affection for him, 
which will only ſerve to cake me un- 


happy. 


Enter CuanLEs in a * N (7c 


Ha What do I ſee? Screaming. 

Char. Peace! my Love! My dear Life, 
make no Noiſe I have been hovering 
about the Houſe this Hour I juit now | 
ſaw your Father and Sir Harry go out, 
and have ſeized this precious Opportunity 
to throw myſelf at your Feet. 1 65 

Har. Vou have given yourſelf, e 5 
7 deal of needleſs Trouble. I did not 
. expect 


L 
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expect or hope for the Favour of ſuch a 

Viſit. | 
Char. O my 4 Hetri6o, your Words 
and Looks cur me to the Soul. You can't 
imagine what I ſuffer, and have ſuffer'd 
fince laſt Night—— And yet I have in 
ſome fond Moments flatter'd myſelf, that 
the Service |' was ſo fortunate as to do 
you at Lady Freelove's, wou'd plead a 
little in my Favour. 

Har. You may remember, Sir, chit 
Fou took a very early Opportunity of « Cans 
celling thar Obligation. 


EY Char. 1 do remember it with Shame wind 
Deſpair. But may I periſh, if my Joy at 
having delivered you from a Villain, was 
not the Cauſe! My Tranſport more than 
half intoxicated me, and Wine made an 
eaſy Conqueſt over me. I cremble to 
think leſt I thou'd have behav'd in ſuch 
Manner, as you cannot pardon. 

Har. Whether I pardon you or no, 
Sir, is a Matter of mighty little Conſe- 
quence. 

Char. O my Harriot! Upbraid me, re- 
proach me, do any Thing but look and 
talk with that Air of Coldneſs and Indif- 
ference. Muſt I loſe you for one Offence ? 
when my Soul doats on you, when 8 _— 
you to Diſtraction ! 

Har. Did it appear like Love, your 
Conduct Yeſterday? To loſe yourſelt in 

Riot, 
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Riot, when I was expoſed to the greateſt 
Diſtreſſes! 

Char. I feel, I feel my Shame, and 
own it. 

Har. You ccinfals that you don't know 
in what Manner you behaved. Ought nor 
I to tremble at the very Thoughts of a 
Man, devoted to a Vice which renders 
him no longer a Judge or Maſter of his 
own Conduct? 

Char. Abandon me, if —— am guilty 
of it again. O Harriot! I am diſtracted 
with ten thouſand Fears and 3 
ſions of loſing you for ever The 
Chambermaid, whom I brib'd to admit 
me to you, told me that when the two 
Gentlemen went out, they talk'd of a Li- 
cence. What am I to think? Is it poſ- 
ſible that you can reſign yourſelf to Sir 
Harry Beagle ?!!——{Harriot pauſes. J—— 
Can you then conſent to give your Hand 
to another? No let me once more deliver 
you Let us ſeize this lucky Moment! 
My Chariot ſtands at the Corner of 
the next Street—Ler me gently force 
you, while their Abſence allows it, and 
convey. you from the brutal Violence of a 
conſtrained Marriage. 

Har. No! I will wait the Event, 
be it what it may O Charles, I am 
too much inclin'd- They ſhan't force 
me to marry Sir Harry But your Be- 

| haviour 


— errn 
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haviour Not half an Hour ago, my 
Father reproach'd me with the Looſeneſs 
of your Character.  [Weeping. 


Char. I fee my Folly, and am aſhamd 


of ir. Lou have reclaim'd me, Harriot! 

—On my Soul, you have——— all 
Women were as attentive as yourſelf to 
the Morals of their Lovers; a Libertine 
wou'd be an uncommon Character. 
But let me perſuade you to leave this 
Place, while you may Major Oakly 
will receive us at his Houſe with Pleaſure 
I am ſhock'd at the Thoughts of 
what your Stay here may reſerve you to. 

Har. No, I am determin'd to remain: 
-To leave my Father again, to go off 
but) with a Man, of whoſe libertine 
Character he has himſelf ſo lately been a 
Witneſs, word juſtify. wa: ae and 
impeach my Reputation. 

Char.” Fool! Fool! Low e wi, hens 
I made myſelf!———Confider, my Harrior, 
the Peculiarity of your Situation; beſides 
J have Reaſon to fear other een en ee 

ou. | 
1 Har. From 1 Deng 1 can be no 
where ſo ſecure as with my Father. 

Char. Time flies Let me perſuade 


vou! 


Har. I am rad to ſtay here. 
cl Char. You pt me. For Heaven's 
ake. | * | i1 | | 5 


5 


Har. 


r 
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Han. 1 will not think of it. ; 
Char. Conſider, my Angel! * 
Har. I do conſider, that your Conduct 
has made it abſolutely improper for me to 
truſt myſelf to your Care. 
Char. My Conduct! —Vexation! "Sdeath! 
But then, my dear Harriot, the 
Danger You are in, the Neceſſity 


4 


Bw CHAMBERMAID. | 


Chamb. O Law, Ma am Sich 2 
= Accident! As ſure as I am. 
here, there's a Preſs-Gang has ſeiz d the 
two Gemmin, and is carrying them away, 
thof ſo be one an em ſays as how he's a 
Knight and Baronight, and that rother's 

a Squire and a Houſekeeper. 

Har. Seiz'd by a as Impoſ: 
ſible. F 

' Char. O, now. the Deſien comes out. 
But II balk his Lordſhip. 8 
(Chamb. Lack- a-daſy, Ma'am, what can 
we do? There is Maſter, and John Oſtler, 
and Bootcatcher, all gone a'ter em. 
There is ſuch an Uproar as never was 

r 

Har. If I thought chis was your Con- 
trivance, Sir, I wou'd never ſpeak to you 
again! 

Char. I wou'd ſooner die than be guilt 
of it. This is Lord Trinket's Dong, 
am ſure. I knew he had ſome Scheme in 

Agita- 
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Agitation, by a Letter bs intercepted this 
Morning. | 
3 av. F erco. | | | 
Char. Ha! Here he comes! Nay chen, 
it's plain enough. Don't be frighted, my 
Love! III protect vou. But now I 
muſt deſire you's follow ny mann; 
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L. Trink. Now Madam! —Pox on't, 
He here again! Nay client? [Drawing |] 
Come, Sir! You're unarmed; I ſee. Give 
up the Lady: Give Her up, I fay, or I 
am through you in a Twinkling. 

[Going to make a Paſs at Charles. 

© Char. Keep your Diſtance, my Lord! I 
have Arms. 155 oducing a Piſtol. If you 
come a Foot nearer, you have a Brace of 

_ thro' your Lordſhip's Head. 
I.. Trink. How? Whar's this? Piſtols! 
Char. At your Lordſhip's Service 
Sword and Piſtol, my Lord - Thoſe, 

you know, are our Weapons. If this 
miſſes, I have the Fellow to't in my 
Pocket. Don't be frighred, Madam! His 
Lordſhip has removed your Friends and 
Relations, but he will take great Care of 
You: Shall I leave you with him? 

Har. Cruel Charles! You know I muſt 
go with you now. 

Char. A little away from the Door, if 
your Lordſhip — Maving his Hand. 

L. Trink. 


PT ww 3 * OO > & 
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I. Trink. Sir Sdeath! Madam 
Char. A little more Forney my Lord! 
| [ Wiaving. 
L. Trink. But sir! Mr. Oakly ! TS, 
Char. I have no Leiſure to talk with 
your Lordſhip now. A little more 
that Way, if you pleaſe. [Waving.]— 
You know where I live -If you have 
any Commands for Miſs Ruſſet, you will 
hear of Her too at my Houſe. Nay, 
keep back, my Lord! | Preſenting.]—Your 


F 8 moſt obedient humble Servant. 


[Exit with Harriot. 


Manet Lord TRIN K E T. 


[Looking ite them, and pauſing for a 
ſhore Time.] 


I cut a er ridiculous Figure 
here pon Honour. So I have been 
concerting this deep Scheme, merely to 
ſerve Him. Oh, the Devil take ſuch 
Intrigues, and all fly Country Girls, 
that can give up a Man of Quality and. 
Figure, for a age that Nobody knows! 
Exit. 


Fp or THE FourTH ACT. 


ACT 
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* 1 1 L . 7 Tf „ ; = ? 
* 4 


A c T v. 
SCENE Lady FreeLove: * 


Euter Lord IR N Laty Fü . 
LOVE with 4 Letter, and Captain 
20) CUTTER. 


3 4 Tri „Ws, ever 407 | Thing 


unforrunate? 
Captain, how cou'd you make ſuch a 
ſtrange Biunder? _ 

0 Cat." T'never rought of a Blunder. I 
Was to daliver two Letters, and if I gave 
them one a Piece I tought it was all one, 
fait. 

L. Free. And ſo, my Lord, the i inge- 
nious Captain gave the Letter intended 
for me to young Oakly, and here he has 
brought me a Challenge. 

1 Trink. Ridiculous! Never was any 
Thing ſo mal: Apropos Did not vou 
read the Direction? Captain! 

0 Cut. Who me 
me, not I, I never rade at all, 

L. Trizk, Sdeath! How, provoking! 
When I had ſecur'd the Servants, and got 
all the People out of the Way—When 
every Thing was en train. 

TIA L. Free. 


r 


Devil burn 
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IL. Free. Nay, never deſpair,” my Lord! 
Things have happened unluckily, to be 
ſure; and yet I think I. could hit upon a 
Method to ſet every Thing to right again. 

L. Trin. Ho-? how? My Goat Lady 
Freelove, how? _ 

L. Free, Suppoſe then your Lend 
was to go and deliver theſe Country Gen- 
tlemen from their Confinement? make 
them believe that it was a Plot of young 
Oakly's to carry off my Niece; and fo 
make a Merit of your own Services wine 


the Father. 
L. Trink. Admirable! Pl about it im- 


mediately. 
0e Has your Lordihip any ——— 
ſion for my Sarvice in this Expedition? 

L. Trink. O no: Only releaſe me 
theſe People, and then ler out of the 
Way, dear Captain 

0 Cut. With all my Heart, fait! But 
you are all wrong! this will not ſignify a 
Braſs Farding. If you wou'd let me alone, 
I wou'd give him a Salt Eel, I warrant you 
But upon my Credit- There's 
noting to be done without a little Tilting. 

[ Exit. 

L. Free. Ha! ha! Poor Captain! 

L. Trink. But where ſhall I carry them, 
when I have deliver'd them? 

L. Free. To Mr. Oakly's, by all Means. 


You may be ſure my Niece is there. 
1 Trink. 
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I. Trink. To Mr. Oakly's! —Why, 
does your Ladyſhip conſider * Tis going 
directly in the Fire of the Enemy 
Throwing the Dementi full in their Teeth. 

JL. Free. So much the better. Face 
your Enemies: Nay, you ſhall  outface 
them too. Why where's the Difference 
berween Truths and Untruths, if you do 
but ſtick cloſe to the Point? Falſhood 
wou'd fcarce ever be detected, if we had 
Confidence enough to ſupport it. 

JL. Trin. Nay, I don't want Bronze 
upon Occaſion But to go amongſt a 
whole Troop of People, ſure to contra- 
at every Word I ſay, is fo dangerous 

I. Free. To leave Ruſſert alone amongſt 
* wou'd be ten Times more dan- 
gerous. You may be ſure that Oakly's 


will be the firſt Place he will go to after 


his Daughter, where, if you don't ac- 
company him, he will be open to all their 
Suggeſtions, They'll be all in one Story, 
and Nobody there to contradi& them: 
And then their dull Truth wou'd triumph, 
which muſt not be. No———no po- 
ſitively, my Lord, you muſt battle it out. 

L. Trink. Well! Ill go, pon 


Honour and if I cou'd depend on 


your Ladyſhip as a Corps de reſerve. 


L. Free. IIl certainly meet you there. 


—Tuſh! my Lord, there's nothing in it. 


11 s hard, indeed if two Perſons of Condi- 
a tion 


e 4 oa 
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tion can't bear themſelves out againſt ſuch 
trumpery Folks as the Family of the 
Oakly's. 

L. Trink. Odious low people! But 
1 loſe Time I muſt after the Captain | 
and ſo, till we meet at Mr. Aer 4 8. 
I kiſs your Ladyſhip's s Hands. You 
won't fail me. Fg 


L. Free. You may 2 on me. 
[Exit L. Trink. 


Lady FREELOVE, ſola. 


80 here is fine Work! This artful little 
Huſſy has been too much for us all: Well? 
what's to be done? Why, when a Woman 
of Faſhion gets into a Scrape, nothing 
but a Faſhionable Aſſurance. can get her 
out of it again. Tll e'en go boldly to 
Mr. Oakly's, as I have promiſed, and if 
it appears practicable, I will forward Lord 
Trinket's Match; but if I find that Mat - 
ters have taken another Turn, his Lord- 
ſhip muſt excuſe me. In that Cafe III 
fairly drop him, ſeem a perfect Stranger 
to all his Intentions, and give my Viſit 
an Air of Congratulation to my Niece and 
any other Huſband, which Fortune, her 
wiſe Father, or Ls ridiculous Self has 
provided for her. Len 


1 SCENE 
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SCENE _—_ to Mrs. OAKLY'S 
. Dreſs ing-Room. . 1 75 


| Mrs. OAKkLY, fila. 


Thuis is worſe and worſe l- He never 
held me ſo much in Contempt before 
To go out without ſo much as ſpeaking 
to me, or taking the leaſt Notice 1 
am obliged to the Major for ee, 


How 2 he take him out? and how 


.cou'd Mr. Oakly g go with him 2- 


Enter T OILET. 
. Mrs. Ozk. Well, Toilet! 
Tol. My Maſter is not come back yet, 
Ma amn | 
- Mrs. Oak: Where i is he > 
Toil. I don? t know, wu can aſſure your 
. 3 


Mrs 0%. Why don't you Kin ?—You | 


Endo- nothing But I warrant you know 
well enough, if you wou'd tell Vou 
Mall never perſuade me bur you knew of 
Mr. Oakly's going out To-day. 

Ii. I with J may die, Ma'am, upon 
my Honour, and I proteſt to your Lady- 
ſhip, I knew nothing in the World of the 
Matter, no more than the Child unborn. 
There is Mr. Paris, wy, Maſter's Gentle- 
man, knows 


Mrs. Oak. What does he know? 


* 


Toll. 


n 
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Toil, That I knew e at all of the 


Matter. 

Mis. Oak. Where 1s Paris? What i is be 
doing? 

Toil. He is in my Maſter's Room, 
Ma' am. 
Mrs. Oak. Bid "OW: come cheds. Ret re 
. Toll. Yes, Ma'am. | þ: + { Exit. 


Mrs. Oak. He 1s certainly gone after 


His Conndence and 


this young Flirt. 


the Major's Inſolence provoke me beyond 


wy e | 


9 ToiLET with Paris. 


Where” s your Maſter? 
Ha., let ſortie. 
Mrs. Oak. Where is he gone? 


Par. Ah, Madame! Fe wen ſai rien. 


I know noting of it. 

Mrs. Oak. Nobody knows any Thing. 
Why did not you tell me he was going 
out? 

Par. I refs . ne mien ack pas 
du plus—He g go where he will=l have no 
Biſneſs wis it. 

Mrs. Oak. Yes you ſhow's have told 


me 
you low t mind your Buſineſs better, you 
Man't ſtay here, I can tell you, Sir. 
Par. Voila! qu elgue cho je d'exts aordinaire! 
Mrs. Oak. Don't ſtand jabbering and 


ſheugging your Shoulders, but go, and 


H 2 enquire 


That was your Buſineſs— And if 


— ( , — - 


/ 
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enquire——go——and bring me Word 
where he is gone. 
Par. I don't know what Iam 8 
P11 aſk John. 
Mrs. Oak. Bid John come to me. 
Par. De tout mon ceur.— Jean! ici! 
an. Speak mi Ladi! Exit. 
Mrs. Oak. Impudent Fellow! His in- 
ſolent gravity and indifference is inſup- 
portable Toilet! 
Toil. Ma'am! 
Mrs. Oak, Where's John? Why don't 
he come? Why do you ſtand with your 
Hands before you? Why don't you ferch 


him? 
Toil. Ves, Ma'am III go this Mi- 
' nute 0! here! | rok 15 Lay 
wants you. 


Enter Jon N. 


Mrs. Oak, Where's your Maſter? 
John. Gone out, Madam! 
Mrs. Oak. Why did not you go with 
him ? 
John. Becauſe he went out in the Ma- 
jor's Chariot, Madam! 5 
Mrs. Oak. Where did they go to? 
Jobn. To the Maos, 1 ſuppoſe, Ma- 
dam. 
Mrs. Oak. Suppoſe! Dor't you know? 
John. I believe ſo, but can't tell for 


certain, indeed, — 
Mrs. 


0 
U. 


ſha 


# 
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Mrs. Oak, Believe! and ſuppoſe! | 
and don't know! and can't tell You 
are all Fools Go about your Buſineſs! 
[John going Come here! [Returns.] 
Go to the Major's No—it does not 
ſignify go along [John going] — 
Yes, hark'ye! {Returns.] Go to the Ma- 
jor's, and ſee if your Maſter i is there. 

Fobn. Give your Compliments? Madam! 

Mrs. Oak. My Compliments! Block- 
head! Ger along! | John going. ] Come 
hither! Returns. Can't you go to the 
Major's, and bring me Word if Mr. 
Oakly is there, without taking any fur- 
ther Notice? | 

John. Yes, Ma'am! 

Mrs. Oak. Well! Why don't you go 
then? And make haſte VA 
d'ye hear? John! [John going, returns. 

John. Madam! 

Mrs. Oak. Nothing at all go along 
[ John goes. ] How uneaſy Mr. 
Oakly makes me!——Hark'ye! e 
[ John returns. ] | : 

John. Madam! 

Mrs. Oak. Send the Porter here: 

John. Yes, Madam! {Exit John. 

Toil. So! She's in a rare Humour ! I 
ſhall have a fine Time on't [Afede.] 
Will your Ladyfhip chuſe to dreſs? 
Mrs. Oak. Prithee, Creature, don't teaze 


me with your fiddle-faddle Stuff: 1 
H 3 have 


a 
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have a thouſand Things to think of— 
Where is the Porter? Why has not that 
SO ſent him? What is the e 


ing 


Re- enter 1 O0 HN. 


John. Madam, my Maſter is this Mo- 
ment returned wich Major Oakly, and my 
young Maſter, and the TY, that was 

ere Yeſterday. 

Mrs. Oak. Very well: [Exit John. ws 
Returned!——Yes, truly, he 7s rerurned 
and in a very extraordinary Manner 
—Fhis is fetting me at open Defiance 
—ÞBut Ill go down, and ſhew them I 
have too much Spirit to endure ſuch 
Uſage.—fGoing. | Or ſtay 
go amongſt his 885 
——Toilet! 

Toil. Ma'am! 

Mrs. Oak.” Order the Coach, PII go out. 
[Toilet going. — Toilet! mae 
e'en go down to them No 
Toilet! 

Toil. Ma'am! 

Mrs. Oak. Order me a boild Chicken 
I'll not go down to Dinner — III 


Ill go out 


dine in my own Room, and ſup there 


III not ſec his Face theſe three 


ä „ e 
. e SCENE 


Pl not 


III 
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SCENE changes ro another Room. | 


Enter OAKLY,: Major Gans r cnan- 
LES, and HARRIOT. 1 


Char. My dear Harriot, do not wake 
yourſelf ſo uneaſ Q 

Har. Alas! I have too Ach Cauſe 105 
my Uneaſineſs. Who knows what that 
vile Lord has done with my Father? 
Oak. Be comforted, Madam! We ſhall 
ſoon hear of Mr. Ruffer i and _ will be 
well 1 dare ſay. | | 

Har. Vou are too good t to me, sir! | 
hut I can aſſure you, I am not a 
little concerned on your Account as well 
as my own; and if I did not flatter myſelf 
with the Hopes of explaining every Thing 
to Mrs. Oakly's Satisfaction, I ſhould 
never forgive myſelf for having diſturbed 
the Peace of ſuch a worthy Family. 

Maj. Don't mind that, Madam They'll 
be very good Friends again This is 
nothing among married People | 
'Sdearh! Here ſhe is Ts 
GP Mrs. Toller. 1 21 


" Faces TOILE T. 1 


Oc. Welt, Toilet, What now? [ Toil. 
whiſpers.] Not well Can't come down 
to Dinner?—Wants to ſee me above? 
lark ye, Brother, what ſhall I do? 

TIA It you go, you're undone. 
8 H 7 -- Har. 


— 


. 
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Har. Go, Sir go to Mrs. Oakly 
Indeed you had better 
Maj. Sdeath, Brother! don't budge a 
Foot— This is all SreSiouſnol and II- 
humour 

Oak. No. not gos Tell; he I — 4 
Company, and we ſhall be glad to ſee her 

here. I Exit Toilet. 
Maj. That's riche. 

Oak. Suppoſe 1 go and watch how ſhe 
proceeds? 

Maj. What d'ye mean? 
not go to her!—Are you mad? 

. Oak. By no Means go to her—T only 
want to know how ſhe takes it. Pl 
lie perdue in my Study, and obſerve her 
Motions. 

Maj. I don't like this pitiful Ambuſ. 
cade- Work — This Buſh- fighting Why 
can't you ſtay here? Ay! ay! 1 
know how it will be She'll come 
bounce in upon you with a Torrent of 
Anger and Paſlion, or, if neceflary, a 
whole Flood of Tears, and carry all hes 
fore her at once. 

Oak. You mall find that you re miſ⸗ 
taken, Major! Don't imagine that 


_You wou'd 


becauſe I wiſh not to be void of Huma- 

nity, that I am deſtiture of Reſolution. 
Now I am convinc'd I'm in the Right, 
Fil. ſupport. that Right with ten Times 


Maj. 


Wr Steadineſs. 


x 
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Maj. You talk this well, Brother! 

Oak. Til do it well, Brother! 
Maj. If you don't, you're undone. 

_ Ok. Never fear! never fear! FE 
Maj. Well, Charles! 

Char. I can't bear to ſee my Harriot ſo 
uneaſy. I'll go immediately in queſt of 
Mr. Ruſſet. Perhaps I may learn at the 
Inn where his Lordſhip's Ruthans have 
carried him. 

Ruſ. without. Here? ves I know 
ſhe's here well enough. Come along, Sir 
Harry, come along. | 

Har. He's here! My Father! ' 1 
know his Voice. Where is Mr. Oakly? 
O now, good Sir, | To Major.] Do but 
pacify him, and you'll be a Friend indeed. 


Enter Russ Ex, Lord Tann. and 
Sir 1 BEAGLE. 


L. Trink. rn ee cold. you it 
Was ſo. , 

Ruſ. Ay, ay, it is too plain. O 
you provoking Slut!—Elopement after 
Elopement! And ar laſt to have your Fa- 
ther carried off by Violence! To endanger 
my Life! Zounds! I am fo angry, I dare 
not truſt myſelf within reach of you. 

Char. I can aſſure you, Sir, ay your 
Daughter is entirely——— 

Ru. You aſſure me? You are the 
Fellow that has perverted her 1 

That 
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That has ber! my on Child againſt 


me 
Char. If + you will bur eos me, Si- 


Neſ. | won't hear a Word you * 
won t * 


III have ad Ie e 
Word. 
Maj. Nay, Mr. Ruſſet, bir Reaſon. 
If y ou will but have Patience——— ³˙ 
Raf: Pll have no Patience lll have my 
B and ſhe {hall marry Sir Harry 
To-night. 9.25 
I. Trink. That is deakiri rather roo 
much en cavalier with me,” Mr. Ruſſet, 
pon Honour. Vou take no Notice of my 
Fretenſions, though wy Rank and Fe. 
mily 
Neu ſ. What care I for Rank and Family? 
I don't want to make my Daughter a ran- 
tipole Woman of Quality. III give her 
to whom I pleaſe. Take her away, Sir 
Harry! She ſhall marry you To- night. 
Har. For Heaven's Sake, Sir, hear me 
but a Moment. 
Neu ſ. Hold your Tongue, Girl! Take 
her away, Sir Harry, take her ey. 
Char. It muſt not be. 
- Maj. Only three Words, Mr. Ru- 
: 12 


Ruſ. Why don't the Booby ke her? 
Sir Har. Hold hard! hold hard! Vou 
are all on a wrong Scent: Hold hard! I 
fay, hold hard!—Hark ye, Squire Ruſler. 


Ruf. 
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- Raf. Well! what now? +... 

Sir Har. It was propoſed you pdt to 
match me with Miſs Harriot But ſhe 
can't take kindly to me. —When one has 


made.a bad Bet, it is belt to hedge off, 


you know- and ſo I have eben ſwopped 
ber with Lord Trinker here for his brown 
Horſe Nabob, that he bought of Lord 
week for Fifteen Hundred Gut: 
neas. , 
Roſe Swopped her? 3 my 
Daughter for a Horſe? Lafee, Sir, 
what dye mean? 

Sir Har. Mean! ? Why I mean.to be off, 
to be ſure It won't do——I tell you 
it won't do- Firſt of all I knocked up 
myſelf and my Horſes, when they took 
for London and now I have been 
ſtewed aboard a Tender I have waſted 
three Stone at leaſt If I -cou'd have 
rid my Match, it would nor have grieved 
me- And ſo as I ſaid before, I have 
ſwopped her for Nabob.  -. 

Ru. The Devil take Nabob, and your. 
ſelf, and Lord Trinket, and 

'L. Trink. Pardon! je vous demande Par- 
don Mon ſieur Ruſſet! pon Honour. 

Ru. Death and the Devil! I ſhall go 
diſtracted. My Daughter plotting W 
me the 

Maj. "Come, come, Mr. Ruſſet, I am 
your Man after all. Give me but a Mo- 
, | ment's 
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ment's Hearing, and III engage to make 


Peace between you and your Daughter, 


and throw the Blame where it ought to 
fall moſt deſervedly. | 
Sir Har. Ay, ay, that's khr Put hs 
Saddle on the right Horſe, my Buck! 
Ruf. Well, Sir! What d'ye ſay? 
N —I don't know what to 


* 


Maj. III gel the Truth, Jeb who will 
be offended by it.—T have Proof preſump- 
tive and poſitive for you, Mr. Ruſſet. 
From his Lordſhip's Behaviour at Lady 
Freelove's, when my Nephew reſcued her, 
we may fairly conclude that he wou'd 


Mick at no Meaſures to carry his Point. 


There's Proof preſumptive. 
But, Sir, we can give you Proof poſitive 
too Proof under his Lordſhip's own 
Hand, that he, likewiſe, was the Con- 
triver of the groſs Affront that bas Juſt 
been offered you. 

Ru ſ. Hey! How? 
I. Trink. Every Syllable Romance, pon 
Honour. 
Maj. Goſpel, every Word on't. 

Char, This Letter will convince you, 
Sir! In Conſequence of what hap- 


pened at Lady Freelove's, his Lordſhip 
thought fit to ſend me a Challenge: But 
the Meſſenger blundered, and gave me 
this Letter inſtead of it [Giving the Letter] 


I have 
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I have the Caſe which incloſed it in my 
Pocket. 

L. Trink. Forgery, from Beginning to 
End, pon Honour. 

Maj. Truth upon my Bann nes 
read, read, N Ruſſet, rand and be con- 
vinced. 5 5 

Ruſ. Let me Saen mee ſee 
[ Reading ]—Um—um—um—um— ſo! 
{!— um- um Damnation - With 
me Succeſs: obedient Slave——Trins 
ket. Fire and e Wu dare you. 
do this? 

L. Trink. When you are cool, Mr. 
Ruſſet, I will explain this Matter to you. 
 Ruſ.. Cool? death and Hell! III 
never be cool again III be revenged, 
Sa my Harriot, my dear Girl is in- 
nocent ar laſt Say ſo, Harriot, tell 
me you are innocent. _ [Embracing her, 
Har. I am, indeed Sir! and happy 
beyond Expreſſ ion, at your being con- 
vinced of it. 
 Ruſ. I am glad on 2 am glad on 1 —1 | 
believe you, Harriot ou was always 
a good Girl. 

Maj. So ſhe is, an excellent Girl! 
Worth a Regiment of ſuch Lords and Ba- 
ronets Come, Sir, finiſh every Thing 
handſomely at once. Come, 
Charles will have a handſome Fortune. 

Ra ſ. Marry! She durſt not do it. 
0 Maj. 


quaintance 


%. 
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Maj. Conſider, Sir, they have long 
n fond of each other ,———old Ac. 
faithful Lovers Turt- 
leſs —and may be very happy. 

Rf. Well, well fince Things are 
4A love my Girl, —— Hark'ye, young 
Oakly, if you don't make her a good 
Huſhand, vu break and e you 
Ro! gue. 

Char. Do not dete it, Sir! my Har- 
vor has reformed me alrogether. 

"Rnuf. Has ſhe ?=—Why: then——there 
dee bleſs you both- there 
ee there's an End on't. 


Sir Har! So, my Lord, ys, and 1 
are both diſtanced- A hollow ares 
damme. 2 ee ee 


L. Trenk: NWimporte. : 

Sir Har. | Afide.] Now this Stake is 
— my Lord may be for hedging off 
mayhap. Ecod! Pll go to Jack Speed's, 
and ſecure Nabob, and be out of Town 
in an Hour oho! Lady Freelove! 
Yoics!' © 8 


Euter Lach! FREELOVE. 
L. Nur My dear Miſs Ruſſet, you'll 


Es 
Char. Mrs. Oakly, at Horan Ladyſhip 5 
Service. 


I. Free, Married? 


Har. 


: 
5 
! 


57.5 


| Ladyſhip: 


— 
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Har. Not yet, Madam, but my Fa- 
ther has been ſo Saad as to give his 
Conſent. 

I. Free. I proteſt, I am | prodigiouſly 
glad of it. My Dear, I give you Joy 
and you, Mr. Oakly il wiſh: you 
Joy, Mr. Ruſſet, and all the good Coins 
pany for I think thay: are moſt of 
them. Parties concerned. | 
Maj. How are impudent! 3 fami- 
liar! 5 113 e 
J. Free. Cock Trinket here too! I vow. 
I did not ſee your Lordſhip before. 

L. Trink. Your: baer 8 ao. obs- 
dient SRV. % 5444 I[hBowing. 

L. Free. ow ſeem grave, my Lord! 
Come, come, I know there has been 
ſome Difference between you and Mr. 
Oakly- ou muſt give me Leave t to 
be a Mediator in this Affair. | 

L. Trink, Here has been a ſmall Braces 
to be ſure, Madam! We are all 
blown, pon Honour. 

I. Free. Blown! What do you mean, 
my dard? itt, | 

L. Trink. Nay, your 1 knows 
that I never mind theſe Things, and I 
know that. they never diſcompoſe your 
Bur Things have happened 
a little en travers The "little Biler that T 
ſent your Ladyſhip has fallen into the 
1 of that Gentleman ¶ Pointing to 

Char. 


To» 
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Char.] and ſo——there has, been a 
little Brouillerie about it— that's all. 

I. Free. You talk to me, my Lord, in 
a very extraordinary Stile If you have 
been guilty of any Miſbehaviour, I am 
ſorry for it; but your ill Conduct can 
faſten no Imputation on me. Miſs 
Ruſſet will juſtify me ſufficiently: 

Maj. Had not your Ladyſhip better ap- 
peal ro my Friend Charles here? The 
Letter! Charles! Our with it this 
Inſtant! 

Char. Yes, I have the Credentials of 
her Ladyſhip's Integrity in my Pocket. 

a Mr. Ruſſet, the Letter you read a 
little while ago, was incloſed in this 


Cover, which alſo I now think it my 


Duty to put into your Hands. 

 Ruſ. [Reading.] To the Right Eises 
able Lady Freelove —Sdeath and Hell! 
and now I recolle&, the Letter itſelf 
was pieced with Scraps of French, and 
Madam, and Your Ladyſhip Fire and 
Fury ! Madam, how came you to uſe me 
ſo? I am obliged to you then for the In- 
fulr that has been offered me. 

I. Free, What is all this? Your Obli- 
gations to me, Mr. Ruſſet, are of a Na- 
ture that 
Nuſ. Fine Obligations! I dare ſay am 
partly obliged to you too for the Attempt 
on ht Daughter by that Thing of a Lord 
yonder 


3 wa C7 ww 
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yonder at your Houſe. Zounds! Madam, 
theſe are Injuries never to be forgiven 
hey are the groſſeſt Affronts to 
me and my — All the World 
ſhall know them Zounds 151 

I. Free. Mercy on me! how boiſterous 
are theſe Country Gentlemen! Why really, 
Mr. Ruſſet, you rave like a Man in Bedlam 
Il am afraid you'll beat me— and then 
you ſwear moſt abominably. How 
can you be ſo vulgar i= 1 ſee the 
Meaning of this low Malice But 
the Reputations of Women of Quality are 
not ſo eaſily impeached My Rank 
places me above the Scandal of little 
People, and I ſhall meet ſuch petty Inſo- 
lence with the greateſt Eaſe and Tranqui- 
lity.— But you and your ſimple Girl will 
be the Sufferers. I had ſome Thoughts 
of introducing her into the firſt Company 
But now, "Madam, I ſhall neither re- 
ceive nor return your Viſits, and will en- 
tirely withdraw. my ProteQtion from the 
7 Part of the Family. Exit. 
| Zounds! what Impudence! that's 
W. than all the reſt. 

L. Trink. Fine Preſence of Mind, faith! 
The true French Nonchalence 
But good Folks, why ſuch a deal of Rout 
and Tapage about nothing at all: If 
Mademoiſelle Harriot had rather be Mrs. 
Oakly than Lady Trinket——Why—— 1 
Vol. III. I with 


5 mu a Favour 
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wiſh her Joy, that's all Mr. Ruſſet, 
I wiſh you Joy of your 3 
Mr. Oakly, I wiſh you Joy of the Lady 
and you, Madam, I Argon. of the 
Senels n m in-ſhort, I wiſh you all 
Joy of one another, pon Honour! | Exit. 
.  Ruſ.” There's a fine Fellow of a Lord 
now! The Devil's in your London Folks 
of the firſt Faſhion, as you call them. 
They will rob you of your Eſtate, de- 
bauch your Daughter, or lie with your 
Wiſe and all as if they were doing 
Pon Honour! 
[I zßell rings violently, 
a Hey! What's now ? 0 


1%. Ws 


Piet 0 AK L v. 


| Oak. Dye hear Major, ow "ou 
Maj. Lounds! What a Clatter 
She'll gar down all the Bells in the Houſe. 

} Oak, My Obſervations ſince I left you, 
have confirm'd my Reſolution. I ſee 
plainly, that her Good-humour, — her 
Ill humour, her Smiles, her Tears, and 
her Fits, are all calculated to play upon 
mei! 
Maj. Did n not I always tell you ſo? It's 
the Way with them all-——They will be 


rough, and ſmooth, and hot, and cold, 
Any Thing to get 


Oat: 


and all in a Breath. 
the better of us. 
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Oak. She is in all Moods at preſent, I 


romiſe you Al am at once angry and 
aſhamed of her; and yet ſhe is ſo ridi- 
culous I can't help laughing at ber 
There has ſhe been in her Chamber, 
fuming and fretting, and diſpatching a 
Meſſenger to me every two Minutes 


Servant after Servant Now ſhe inſiſts on 


my coming to her Now /again ſhe writes 
a Note to intreat Then Toilet is ſent to 
let me know that ſhe is ill—abſolurely 
dying Then, the very next Minute, 
the'll never ſee my Face again She'll go 
out of the Houſe directly. [Bel rings] 
* now the Storm riſes! 

Maj. It will ſoon drive this Way then 
no Brother, prove yourſelf a 
Man——You have gone too far to re- 
treat. | 

Oak. Retreat e een No, 
no!—Til preſerve the Advantage I have 
gained, I am determined. 

Maj. Ay, ay !—keep your Ground! 
fear nothing! Up with your noble 
Heart! Good Diſcipline makes good Sol- 
diers; ſtick cloſe to my Advice, and you 


may ſtand buff to a Tigreſs 


Oak. Here ſhe is, by Heavens—Now ! 
Brother! 

Maj. And now! Brother!—Now, or 
never! 1 BY 
12 Euter 
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Enter Mrs. OAK L V. 


„ Moe: Oak. I think, Mr. Oakly; you 
milghr have had Humanity enough ro have 
come to ſee how I did. You have taken 
your Leave, I ſuppoſe, of all Tenderneſs 
and Affection —zBut TI be calm 
Fll not throw myſelf into a Paſſion— 
You want to drive me out of your Houſe 
Il ſee what you aim at, and will be 
aforehand with you Let me keep 
my Temper!— III ſend' for a Chair, 
and leave the Houſe this Inſtanr. 

Oak. True, my Love! I knew you 
wou'd not think. of dining in your own 
Chamber alone, when I had Company 
below. You ſhall fic at the Head of the 
Table, as you ought to be ſure, as you 
fay, and make my Friends welcome. 
Mrs. Oak. Excellent Raillery! Look ye, 
Mr. Oakly, I ſee the Meaning of all this 
affected Coolneſs and Indifference.—- 
Oak. My Dear, conſider where you 
are — 

Mrs. Oak. You wou'd be glad, I and, 
to ger me our of your Houle, and have 
all your Flirts about you. 

Oak. Before all this Company ! Fie!— 

Mrs. Oak. But III diſappoint you, for 
I ſhall remain in it ro ſupport my due Au- 
thority—As for you, Major Oakly 


Maj. Hey day What have I done? 
| | N 
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Mrs. Oak. I think you might find better 
Binployinont;: than to create Diviſions 
between married Wade e en N * 
Sir! | 
--Oak. Ney bor my Dear? 

 Mrs.'Oak. Might have more | Hs + as 


well 'as T enderneſs, than to give Bar to 


ſuch idle Stuff. 
_ Oak. Lord! Lord! | 
Mis. Oak. Vou and ends wiſh Evian: 
ſellor there, I ſuppoſe think to rg. op 
your Points with me. | 
"Oak, Was ever any Thing 
Mrs. Oak. But it won't do Sir! You 
ſhall find that I will have my own Way, 
and that I will govern my own Family. 
Oak. You had better learn to govern 
yourſelf by half. Your Paſſion makes you 
ridiculous. Did ever any body ſee fo 
much Fury and Violence, affronting your 
beſt Friends, breaking my Peace , and 
diſconcerting your own 1 Temper? And all 
for what? for nothing. 'Sdeath ! Madam, 
at theſe Years you ought to know better. 
Mrs. Oak! At theſe Vears— Very 
fine! Am 1 to be talk d to in this 
Manner? | 
"Oak. Tall'd to N Why not —— 
Vou have talk'd to me long enough 
almoſt talk'd me to Death—and I have 
taken it all in hopes of making you quiet 
—bur all in vain, for the more one bears, 
I 3 the 


1 C7 
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the worſe you are. Patience, I find, is 
all thrown; away upon you—and hence- 
forward, come what may, I am reſolved 
to be Maſter of my own Houſe... 

Mrs. Oak...So!' fo!—Maſter, dent io. 


Yes, Sir, and you'll take Care to have 


Miſtreſſes enough too, I Wwarrant you. 
Oak. Perhaps I may; but they ſhall be 
quiet ones, I can aſſure you. 
Mr. Oak. Indeed! and do you chiok I 
am ſuch a tame Fool as to fit quietly and 
bear all this? You ſhall know, Sir, that 
I will. reſent this Behaviour—You all 
had that I have a dpi i | 
Qu. Of the Devils 1} 204 44 
Mrs. Oak. Iotalerable! —You ſhall 
find then that I will exert that Spirit. I 
am ſure I have need of it.— As ſoon as 
the Houſe is once cleared again, Pl mut 
my Doors againſt all Company Nou 
ſllan't ſee a ſingle Soul for this 3 ” 
\ Oak. Sdeath Madam, but I will, 
Il keep open Houle for a Year— Tl 
ſend Cards to the whole Town Mr. 
| Lewe s Route! All the World will come 
—And | I'll go among the World too 
I'll be mew'd up no longer. 
. Mrs. Oak. Provoking Inſolence l- 
This i is not to be endured. Look' Ye, Mr. 


-. Oak. And look'ye, Mrs. Oakly, of will 
” = 


e my own. *. 


—- > "yy" WAY * 


x 


poor Wife 
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i Mrs. Oak, Nay then, let me tell oy, 
ir 
Oak. And let me tell you, Madam, 1 
will not be croſſed * won't be made 
a Fool. 

Mrs. Oel. Why, you won't let me 
ſp eak— 
Oc. Bacwale you don't ſpeak as you 
ought———Madam! Madam! you ſhan't 
looks) n walk, nor Falad nor think, but 
as I pleaſe. 8 

Mrs. Oak: Was there ever ſuch a Mon- 
ſter! I can bear this no longer. | Burſts 
into Tears] O you vile Man n foe 
through your Deſign- You cruel, bar- 


barous , inhuman Such Uſage to your 
You'll be the bon ak 


her 414 
Oak. She Dan t be the Death of me, þ 


am determined, 


Mrs. Oak. That it ſhould ever come > 


this! To be contradicted Sob- 

bing inſulted - abuſed hated 
Tis too much- my Heart will 
0— 20 


burſt whity oh 


[Falls into a The. 


Hanser, CHARLES, &c. vun to 
ber Affiſtance. - 


Oak. [Interpoſing.] Let her alone. 
Har. Sir, Mrs. Oakly S394 
| I 4 . 


136 THE Jzavous WIr E. 


Char. For Heaven s Sake, Sir, 'the ml 
be 


Oak. Let her alone, I ſuy ; ] won't 
Fi her touched—Ler her alone— ——If 
her Paſſions throw her into Fits, let the 
Strength of them carry her through them. 

Har. Pray, my dear Sir, let us _ 
her! She may— 

Oak. I don't ee * töpch 
Saas her bear them patiently——— 
She'll learn to behave better another 
Time. Let her alone, I ſay. 
Mrs. Oak. ¶ Rifing.] O you Monſter! 
You Villain! -You baſe Man! 
——Wou'd you let me die ow Waun 
of Help? Wou'd you a 

» Oak. Bleſs me! Midam;- vou Fit is 
very violent—Take Care of yourſelf. _ 
Mrs. Oak.” Defpiſed—ridiculed—But Tl 
by revenged—You {hall ſee, Sir——— 

n 1, ol-de-rol loll-de-rol loll-de-y ol lol. 

Il ſinging. 

Bes Onk What, am I made a Jeſt of? 
Expoſed to all the World—If there $ on 
or Juſtice: 

* Oak. Tol. de- rol loll-de-rol Joll-de-rol fol. 

_ [finging. 

Mrs. Oak, L ſhall-burſt with Anger 
Have a Care, Sir, you may repent this 
Scorned and made ridiculous No 


Pamoer on Earth M: 1 Ar my Re- 
ot 
— 
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Har. ¶ Interpoſing.] Stay, Madam! 


Mrs. Oak.” Kerr me go. 1 cannot bear | 


on: Place. 

Har. Let me befeech you Madam! ie 
Oak. What does the Girl mean?!?7?ꝛ 
Maj. Courage! Brother. Lou 

have b Wonders. Apart. 

Oak. I think, ſhe'll have — | 

more Fits. | wie 

Har. Stay, , Madam — Py day! 

but one Moment. 1 have been a 


painful Witneſs of your Uricaſinels; and 


in great Part the innocent Occafion of it. 
Give me Leave then —g- 

Mrs. Oak. I did not expect alot to 
have found you here again. | Bur how- 
ever 


and it makes me miſerable. Suffer me to 
tell you the real Truth. I can explain 
every Thing to your Satisfaction. a 

Mrs. Oak. May be —1 cannot argue 
with you. 1 


"Char. Pray, Madam, hear hee iy © 


Dear Madam! 
ä well 


Sake—for your own— 
- Mrs. Oak. Well 
Oak. I ſhall relapſe, I can't UNE 
to — her ſo uneaſy. _ . 
j. Huſh Rem! ii 
— J underſtand, Madam, chat your 
firſt Alarm was Sccnfisnéd by a Letter 
from my Father to your Nephe w. 


Ru ſ. 


Har. I ſee the agitation o your Mind, | | 


proceed. 
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Nuſ. 1 was in a bloody Paſſion to be 
ſure, Madam! — The Letter was not over- 
civil I believe l did not know but the 
young Rogue had ruined my Girl. But 
it's all over now, and ſo 

Mrs. Oak. You was here Yeſterday, Sir! 

Ruſ. Yes, I came after Harriot. I 
thought I ſhould find my young Madam 
virh my young Sir, here. 

Mrs. Oak. With Charles, did, you ay? bir. 

Reuſe Ay, with Charles, Madam! The 
young Rogue has been fond of her a long 
Time, and ſhe. of him, it ſeems. 

Mrs. Oak. I fear I bene. been to blame. 

de. 

Ruß 1 aſk Pardon, . for the 
Diſturbance I made in your Houſe. 

Har. And the abrupt Manner, in which 
I came into it, demands a thouſand Apo- 
logies. But the Occaſion muſt be my 
Excuſe. ++; 

Mrs. Oak. How have I been miſtaken! 
[Afide.] But did not I overhear you 
and Mr. Oakly— .',.' {T9 Harrior. 

Har. Dear Madam! You had but a par- 
tial Hearing of our Converſation. It re- 
Jated entirely to this Gentleman. 

Cbar. To put it beyond Doubt, Madam, 
Mr. Ruſſet and my Guardian have con- 
Jented to our Marriage; and we are in 
hopes that you will not t withhold your 
1 Eo | 
: | | Mrs. 


bod Ss. a 
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Mrs. Oal. I have no further Doubt—l 
ſee you are innocent, and it was cruel to 
ſuſpe& you—You have taken a Load of 
Anguiſſ off my Mind—And yet your kind 
Interpoſition comes too late, Mr. Oakly' $ 
Love for me is e Kae | 
 [Weeping. 
- Oak. 1 muſt go to her— Us . 
Maj. Not yet Not yet! WA 

Har. Do not diſturb yourſelf with ach 
Apprehenfions} I am ſure Mr. - Oakly loves 
you moſt affectionately. 8 


Oak. I can hold no longer. [Going to her 1 
My Affection for you, Madam, is as warm 
as ever. Nathing can ever extinguiſh it. 
My conſtrained Behaviour cut me to the 
Soul For within theſe few Hours ir has 
been all conſtrained—and it was with the 
utmoſt Difficutry thar [ Was able to ſup- 
port it. © 


Mrs. Oak. O, Me. Oakly, how have I 
expoſed myſelf! | What low Arts has my 
Jealouſy induced me to practice! I fee 
my Folly, and fear. thar you. can never 
forgive me. 


Oak. Forgive you! 
good, my Love! Forgive you! 
Can you forgive me? This Change 
tranſports me. Brother! Mr. Ruſſet! 
Charles! Harriot! give me Joy! E 
am the happieſt Man in the World. 


You are too 


Maj. 
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Maj. Joy, much Joy to you both! 
though; by-rhe-bye, you are not a little 
obliged to me for it. Did not I tell you 
I wou'd cure all the Diſorders in your Fa- 
mily? I beg Pardon, Siſter, for raking” 
rhe Liberty to preſeribe for you. My 
Medicines have been ſomewhat rough, I 
believe, but they have had an admirable 
Effect, and lo don't be angry 18 your 
Phyſician, | 3 

Ms. Oak. Lam indeed obliged ro you, 
and I feel 

_ Oak. Nay, my Dear, no more of this: 
All that's paſt muſt be utterly forgotten. 

Mrs. Oak. I have not merited this Kind- 
neſs, but it ſhall hereafter be my Study 
ro deſerve it. Away with all idle Jealou- 
fies! And ſince my Suſpicions haye hi- 
therto been groundleſs , Tam reſolved for 
the future never to 88 . 


1 : | \ 
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ACT 1. SCENE, TY DEF 


a Holl in Loa ABB ERVIEL Es houſe, 
with a ſtair<caſe ſeen throngh an arch. 
Several domeſtics waiting in rich liveries. 


Hauri 5 French horus. 


5 ; Cox LI IN, enters baſtity. 1 


Colin, honds: pack up vour damn'd 
clarinets, and gang your gait for a pair of 
lubberly minſtrels as you are. An you 
cou'd hondle the bagpipe inſtead, I wou'd 
na' ſay you nay: ah! tis an auncient in- 


ſtrument of great melody, and has whaſtled 


many a braw lad to his grave; but your 
holidays horns there are fit only ro play 


to a drunken city-barge on a ſwan· hop- 


ping party up the Thames. 


La JEUNESSE enters, 


La Jeu: Fedon, Monſieur 27 for 


why you have ſend away the horns? It is 
8 much the ton in this eountry for the 
* fine 
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O0 T! - fellows, haud your | 
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fine gentlemens to have the horns: upon 
my vord, my Lord this day give grand 
entertainment to very grand company; 
tous les maccaroni below ſtairs, et toute 
la coterie above. Hark, who vait dere? 
My lord ring his bell. —Voi la, Monſieur 


Colin, dere 1s all mY Fompany going to 


the tea- room. 5 

Colin. ¶ looking ont] Now the de'il burſt 
the weams of you all together, ſay I, for 
a pack of locuſts; a cow in a clover-field 
has more moderation than the beſt among 
you; had my Lord Abberville the wealth 
of Glaſgow, you'd ſwallow it all down 
before you gee'd over.—Crom, crom. 
La Feu. Vat is dat crom, crom? We 
do not know in France vat is dat crom, 
crom. , But vat you ſay to the dinner? 
Upon my vord, Monſieur the cook make 
as fine diſpoſitions for the table, as the 
Grand Conde did for the battle: ma foi, 
he. merit to have his ſtatue raiſed en cro- 
can, in the center of his own _— 
formance. 

Colin. Rais'd on a 1 in 5 center 
of Hounſlow Heath; that's what he merits. 

La Feu. Ah, barbare! Here come my 
Lord. I Erit. 


Lord ABBERVILLE t0 CoLiw. 
6 Abb. Colin, ſee that covers are 


laid for four · and- twenty, and ſupper 
ſerve 


AI CON EDT. 18 


ſerved at twelve in the great cating- 
parlour, N 

Colin. Ecod, my Jed had vou ken' 4 
the meſs of cakes and ſweeties that was 
honded up amongſt em juſt now, you 
wou'd na* think there cou'd be muckle 
need of ſupper this night. 

L. Abb. What, fellow; would you have 
me ſtarve my guelts ? 

Colin. Troth, an you don't, they'll go 
nigh to ſtarve you. 

I. Abb. Let me hear no more of this; 
Colin Macleod; I took yu: for! __ enki, 
not for my adviſer. - + 

Colin. Right, my Lord, you did; bur 
if by adviſing I can — you, where's 


| the breach of duty in that? [ Exit. 


L. Abb. What a Highland ſavage it is! 
My father indeed made uſe of him to 
pay the ſervant's wages, and poſt the tra- 
deſmen's accounts; as I never do either, 


I with egen yet elſe 01 um that does. 


MorRT1 M E R enters, 1 repeating to bimfolf 


Mort. «5 this a dinner, this a genial 
5 e e arhom? 

« This is a "remple and a. heca- 
| tomb.“ 


es Abb. 5 hugs ming Mortimer, and 
ſatire too? A thought you need not go. . 


abroad for that. | 
VOB. III. 3 Mobi | 


* 
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Mort. True; therefore, , I'm returning 
home. Good night ro you. 

L. Abb. What, on the wing ſo ſoon! 
With ſo much company, can my philoſo- 
her want food to feaſt his ſpleen upon? 

Mort. Food! I revolt againſt the name; 
no Bramin cou'd abominate your fleſhly 
meal more than I do; why, Hirtius and 
Apicins would have bluſh'd for ir: Marc 
Antony, who roaſted eight whole boars 
for ſupper, never maſſacred more at a 
meal than you have gone. 

IL. Abb. A truce, good cynick: pr 'ythee 
now get thee up airs; and take my place; 
the ladies will be glad of you at cards. 

Mort. Me at cards! Me at a quadrille- 
table! Pent in with fuzzing dowagers, 
goſſiping old maids, and yellow admirals; 
ſdeath, my Lord ce ere you muſt 
en, me. 

I. Abb. Out on n thee; ee 0 
being thou art a traitor to ſociety. 

Mort. Do you call that ſociety? 

I. Abb. Ves; but not my ſociety; none 
ſuch as you deſcribe will be found here; 
my circle, Mr. Mortimer, is form'd by 
people of the firſt faſhion and ſpirit in this 
country. 

Mort. Faſhion and ſpirit! Ves, their 
country's like to ſuffer. by their faſhion 
more than twill ever Profit by their 


N . 
1 Abb. 
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I. Abb. Come, come, your temper is 
coo ſour. | 

Mort. And your's too ſweet: a aipwkiſh 
imp of manna; ſugar in the mouth, bur 
phyſic to the bowels. 

L. Abb. Mr. Mortimer, you was my 
father's executor; I did not know your 
office extended any further, 

Mort. No; when I gave a clear eſtate 
into your hands, I clear'd myſelf of an 
unwelcome office: I was, indeed, your fa- 
ther's executor; the gentlemen of faſhion 
and ſpirit will be your lordſhip's. | 

L. Abb. Pooh! You've been black-ball'd 
at ſome palrry port-drinking club; and 
ſet up for a man of wit and ridicule. 

Mort. Not I, believe me: your com- 
panions are too dull to laugh at, and roo 
vicious to expoſe, — There ſtands a 
ſample of your choice. 

L. Abb. Who, Doctor Druid? Where's 
the harm in him? 

Mort. Where is the merit What one 
quality does that old piece of pedantry 
poſſeſs to fit him for the liberal office of 
travelling preceptor to a man of rank? 
You know, my Lord, I recommended 
you a friend as fit to form your manners 


as your morals; but he was a reſtraint; 


and, in his ſtead, you took that Welch- 
man , that buon; that antiquarian for- 
footh, who looks as if you had rak'd 

K 2 him 


148 Tre FASHIONABLE LoveER: 


him out of the cinders of Mount Veſu- 
vius. 

IL. Abb. And ſo I did: but pr ihe, 
Mottinier;: don't run away; 1 any to 
have you meet. | 

Mort. You muſt excuſe me. | 

I. Abb. be. I muſt have you better 
friends. Come hither * e pe 
hark'e 5 
- Mort. Another time: at preſent, Ta am 
in no humour to ſtay the diſcuſſion of a 
cockle-ſhell, or the diſlection of a butter- 


fly's wing. era 105 


Uns Docro- Dada enters. 


Dr. Druid. Putterflies! Putterflies in 
your teeth, Mr. Mortimer. What is the 
jurly-poots prabbling about? Cor give her 
coot luck; will the man never leave off 
his flings and his fleers, and his fegaries; 
packpiting his petters?——Coor, my 
Lord, let me call him back, and have a 
little tiſputes and nee with him, 
d'ye ſe. 

L. Abb. Hang him, tedious rogue, let 
him go. 

Dx. Druid. Tedious! ay, in coot truth 
is he, as tedious as a Lapland winter, and 
as melancholy too; his crotchets and his 
humours damp all mirth and merriment, 
as a wet blanket does a _ 15 is the 


"oor night-mare of 12 28800 
5 Abb. 
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L. Abbo Nay, he talks well ſometimes. 
Dr. Druid.” Ay, tis pig ſound and little 
wit; like a loud pell to a pad dinner. 
L. Abb.” Patience, good Doctor, pa- 
tience! Another time you ſhall have your 
revenge; at preſent you muſt lay down 
your wrath; and take up your attention. 
Dr. Druid. I've done, my Lord, be 
done; laugh at my putterflies indeed! If 
he was as pig and as pold as King Gryffyn, 


DoRor Druid wou'd make free to bare 


an oord or two in his ear. 

I. Abbi Peace, eme King of the 
mountains, peace. = 

Dr. e me hope „ my Lord; 1 fo 
I've done. | 

L. Abb: If — have done, Jer me begin. 
Vou muſt know then, I erpegt my —_y 
madam from Fiſh- Street Hill, 

Dr. Druid. Ay, ay, the rich pig-pel- 
lied fellow's daughter, young Madam 
Pridgemore,' my Lady Apperville, that 
is to be, pleſs her, and ſave e and 


make her a coot wife, ſay I. 


L. Abb. Pr'yrhee, good DoQor, don't 
put a man in mind of his misfortunes: T 


tell you, The is coming here by o—_ 
ment, with old Bridgemore and 


mother; 'tis an execrable groupe; and, as 
I mean to make all things as eaſy to me 


as I can, Tm going out to avoid being 


troubled with their impertinence. - 
K 3 | Dr: 


150 Tat FASHIONABLE Lover: 


Dr. Druid. Going out, my Loc, ra 
your houſe full of company? 

L. Abb. Oh, that's no eden none 
in the leaſt; faſhion reconciles all thoſe 
ſoruples: to conſult your own eaſe in all 
things is the very firſt article in tbe recipe 
for good breeding: when every man looks 
after himſelf, no one can complain of 
negle&; but, as theſe maxims may not be 
orthodox on the eaſtern fide of Temple- 
Bar, you mult ſtand Gentleman Uſher in 
this ſpot; put your beſt face upon the 
matter, and marſhal my citizens into the 
aſſembly- room, with as much ceremony, 
as if they came up with an addreſs from 
the whole company of Cordwainers. * 

Dr. Druid. Out on it, | you've ſome 
e oomans in the wind; for when 
the tice are rattling above, there's no- 
thing but teath, or the tevil, aus keep 
en below. 

L. Abb. You' ve gueſt i it; ſuch.; a divine, 
ee, little devil, lurks in my heart; 
Glendower himſelf cou'd not exerciſe her: 
I am poſſeſs d; and from the hour I ſaw 
her by ſurprize, I have been; plotting 
methods how to meet her; a lucky open- 
ing offers; the mine is laid, and Bridge- 
more's viſit is the ſignal for ſpringing. it. 
Dir. Druid. Pridgemore's! How ſo? 
I. Abb. Why, tis with him ſhe lives; 
what elſe cou e it difficult, and Aber 
B's ut 
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but difficulty cou'd make me purſue it? 
They prudently enough wou'd have con- 
ceal'd her from me; for who can think 
of any other, when Miſs Aubrey is in 
ſight ? But hark! they're come; I muſt 
eſcape Now, love and fortune ſtand my 


friends 1108 Exit. 


Dr. Druid. Pleſs us, what haſtes and 
hurries he is in! and all for ſome young 
huſſey Ah! he'll never have a proper 
reliſh for the venerable antique: I never 
ſhall bring down his mercury to touch 
the-proper freezing point, which that of 
a true virtuoſo. ought to ſtand at: ſome- 
times, indeed, he will contemplate a 
beautiful ſtatue, as if it was a ooman; I 
never cou'd perſuade him to look upon a 
beautiful ooman, as if ſhe was a ſtatue. 


1 4% g n uf, Mrs. BriDGE- 
M OR E, and LUCINDA. 
Bridge. Do&or, I kiſs your hands; I 
Ki your hands, good Doctor. How 
theſe nobles live! Zooks, what a ſwinging 
chamber! 
Mrs. Bridge. Why, Mr. 3 
ſure 11 think yourſelf i in Leatherſeller S- 
Hall. 
Luc. Pray recolle& yourſelf, papa; in- 


deed this is not Fiſh-Street Hill. 


Bridge. I wiſh it was; Id ſoon unhouſe 


this trumpery: I'd ſoon furniſh it with 
L K 4 better 
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better goods: why this: eta child 
will turn your brain. 

Mrs. Bridge. Law, hom you ſtand and 
ſtare at things; ſtopping in the hall to 
count the ſervants, gaping at the luſtre 
there, as if you'd ſwallow it.—I ſuppoſe 
our daughter, when ſhe's a woman of 
quality, will behave as other women of 
quality do Lucinda, this is Doctor 
Druid, Lord Abberville's travelling tutor, 
a gentleman of very antient ere in 
North Wales. 

Luc. So it ſhould: ben, 36 he's. che re- 
preſentative of it. 

Dr. Druid. Without bottary, Mes. 
Bridgemore, Miſs has Very: much the be- 
haviours of an ooman of quality already. 

Mrs. Bridge. Come, Sir, we'll join the 
company, Lord Aral will e us 
late. 

Dr. Druid. Yes trhiy, he's inivarient 


for our coming; but your: ſhall fad din | 


not at home. 
Mrs. Bridge. How! Not at home? 6! 
Luc. A mighty poder of his 1 inſpetiene, 

truly. 

Dr. Draid. Why, „etwas ſome plaguy 

buſineſs took him out; but we'll diſpatch 

ir out of hand, and wait upon n 


quickly. 
Bridge. Well, buſineſs, b buſineſs muſt 


be done. a 4 
L Mr. ” . 
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Mrs. Bridge. I thought my Lord had 
been a man of faſhion, not of buſineſs. 

Luc. And fo he is; a man of the firſt 
faſhion; you cannot have a freſher ſample: 
the worſt gallant in nature is your mac» 
caroni; with the airs of a coquette you 
meet the manners of a clown: fear keeps 
him in ſome awe before the men, but not 
one ſpark of paſſion has he at heart, to 
remind him of the ladies. r Hr 

Mrs. Bridge. Well, we muſt make our 
curtſies above fairs—Our card was from 
Lady Caroline: I ſuppoſe ſhe is not from 
home, as well as her brother. 

Dr. Druid. Who waits s there? ſhew the 
ladies up. | 

Bridge. hind ay, Lo! up, und e yoht 
cloaths, III chat with Dr. Druid here 
belows/:: 57 | I Exeunt Ladies. 
I love to talk with men that know the 
world: they tell me, en For ve A 
it all ver. 

_—_ Druid. Into a pretty many parts 
of {51 
Bridge. Well, and abt * you, San 
you're glad to be at home; nothing I 
warrant like old England. Ah! what's 
| France, and Spain, and Burgundy, and 
Flanders! no, old England for my cnn 
'tis worth all the world beſides. | 

Dr. Druid. Vour pelly ſays as much; 


"twill 1 the Pots: bur ſtarye the Prain: 
tis 
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"tis full of corn, ried ſheep; and villages, 


and people: England, to the reſt of the 
oorld, is like a flower-garden to a foreſt. 
Bridge. Well, bur the people, _ what 
ſay you to the people? 
Dr. Druid. Nothing: I never mesdle 
with the human ſpecies; man, living man, 
is no object of my curioſity; nor ooman 
neither; at leaſt, Mr. Pridgemore, till 
The ſhall be made a mummies of. 
Bridge. I underſtand you; you ſpeak in 
the way of trade: money's your object. 
Dr. Druid. Money and trade! I ſcorn 
*em both; the beaten track of commerce 
I diſdain to follow: I've traced the Oxus, 
and the Ton; traverſed the Riphæan 
Mountains, and pierced into the inmoſt 
Tefarts of Kalmuc Tartary— follow trade 
indeed! no; lv'e followed the ravages of 
Kouli Chan with rapturous delight: "there 
is the land of wonders; finely depopu- 
lated; gloriouſly laid waſte; fields with- 
out a hoof to tread em; fruits without 
a hand to gather 'em; with ſuch a cata- 
logue of pats, peetles, ſerpents, ſcor- 
pions, caterpillars, ' roads—oh! tis a re- 
creating en ponent to a philoſophic 
mind! 
© Bridge. Out on 'em, filthy vermin; I 
hope you left em where you found 'em. 
Dr. Druid. No, to my honour be it 


Toned” I have en above fifty dif- 
ferent 


wes - 
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ferent ſorts of mortal poiſons into my na- 
tive country. 
Bridge. Lackaday, there's people monk 
at home can poiſon their native country. 
[Mrs. BRI DGEMORE and LUCINDA 
enter] So, Ladies, have you ane your 

viſit already⸗ e? 

Mrs. Bridge. We've 5 * our curtſies 
— come away. 
Dr. Druid. Marry, the FG — the 
fortunes forbid that you eld 80, till 
my Lord comes back. EW 

Luc. Why not? if my Lord treats me 
already with the freedom of a huſband, 
ſhoudn't 1 begin to practice the indif- 
ference of a wife? | I. Ereuut. 

Dr. Druid. Well, but the ſupper, Mr. 
eee Jon g citizen, and leave the 
ſupper? PM 

Bridge. Your: 4 a poiſons have 
given me my ſapper: ſcorpions, and bats, 


and toads come let's be gone. [Exeunt. 


Dr. Druid. Wou'd they were in your 
pelty Een NY, _ [Exit. 


An. armen in BriDGEMORE'S 
bouſe. 


22 Averty and TyRREL,. and a 
maid. ſervant with lights. 


Aug. How I am watchid i in this banſe 
you well know, Mr. 1 vrrelʒ therefore 


a you 
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you muſt not ſtay: what you have done 


and ſuffer'd for my ſake I never can for. 
get; and tis with joy I ſee you now, at 
laſt, ſurmount your difficulties by the re- 
covery of Lord Courtland: may your 0 
never be again expoſed on my account. 

Tyr. I glory in protecting you: — 
he, or any other rake, repeats the like 
offence „I ſhall repeat the like correction. 
I am now going to my uncle Mortimer, 
who does not know that I am in town. 
Life is not life without thee; never will 
I quit his feet, till. I have obtained his 
voice for our alliance. 


Aug. Alas! What hope of chat 8258 Mr. . 


Mortimer , whoſe rugged nature knows 
no happineſs itſelf,” nor os mer 
in that of other? Hi 
Tyr. When you 8 Mr. Mortimer, 
you'll find how totally the world miſtakes 
him. Farewel, my dear Auguſta; back'd 
with thy virtuous wit, how can I fail 
to e NK A ** ICS, 
He goes out, and he: enters an inner 


apartment. The maid ſervant 


immediately introduces Lord A b. 
B ERVIL LE. 
Serv. All's ſafe; follow me, my Lord; 
ſhe is in her bed- chamber. 
I.. Abb. Where; where? 
Serv. There; where you ſee the light 


through the glaſs-· door. If I thought ya 
| ha 
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had any wicked deſigns in your head, I 
wou'dn't have brought you here for the 
world; I ſhow'd be murder'd if the family 
were to know it: for piry's ſake,” my 
Lord, never betray me. 

A. Abb. Go, get you gone; never talk 
of rreaſon, my thoughts are full of love. 
[ The maid-ſervant goes out.] Firſt I'll ſe- 
cure the door: 'twill not be amiſs to bar 
this retreat. [Locks the door, and advances 
to the glaſs door.] Ay, there ſhe is! 
How penlive is that poſture !—Muſing on 
her condition; which, in truth, is me- 
lancholy enough: an humble couſin to a 
vulgar tyrant. ——'Sdeath, ſhe cannot 
chuſe but jump at my propoſals See, 
ſhe weeps. I'm glad on't Grief 
diſpoſes to compliance I's the very: 
moment to aſſail her. 

[She comes to the door, with he candle 
in her hand; ſeeing Lord A B- 
B ERVILL E, farm. 

Aug. Who's there; who's at the door? 
Ah! 

L. Abb. Huſh, huſh; your ſcreams will 
rouſe the houſe: —Tis I, Miſs Aubrey 
— tis Lord Abberville.— Give me your 
hand.- —Nay, be compoſed. 


Let me fer down the candle: you are 
late. & * 

Aug. Safe, my 4 Did? Yeu; Im aſe; 
but you are miſtaken; Mails Bridgemore's: 
| nor 
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not at W or, if ſhe was, this is no 
lace to meet her in. 

L. Abb. Tm glad of that; bleſs'd in Miß 
Aubrey's company, I wiſh no interrup- 
tion from Miſc Bridgemore. 

Aug. I ſhould be "loath to think ſo; an 
avowal of baſeneſs to one woman, ſhould 
never be taken as flattery by another: in 
ſhorr, my Lord, I muſt intreat you to 
let the ſervants ſhew you to ſome fitter 
apartment. I am here in a very particular 
fituat;on,' and have the ſtrongeſt reaſons 
for whar I requeſt. 

I. Abb. I gueſs your reaſons, but cannot 
admit them. I love you, Madam; let 

that declaration be my excuſe. 

Aug. Nay, now your frolick has the 
air of inſult, and I inſiſt upon your leaving 
me. [A rapping is heard at the door.] 

Luc. | from without] Who's within there? 
Aug. Hark, hark, Miſs e ee as 
I live. Comet in. 

Luc. Come in! why you have lock d 
the door. | 

Aug Lock'd! is it lock'd for ſhame, 
for ſhame! thus am I ſacrific'd to your 
ungenerous deſigns :—the muſt come in. 

L. Abb. Stay, ſtay; ſhe muſt not find 
me here; there's one retreat; your cham- 
ber; lock me in there: I may ſtill eſcape. 

Luc. {from without]! What are you 
about, Mifs Aubrey? Let me in. 
Tor” | | Ang. 


— 
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Aug. Where ſhall Iturn myſelf? You've 
ruined all: if you're eee 1 an 
never gain belief. 

L. Abb. Be rien then: we hind e 
this chance | lefr. goes 10 the bed-· room 
75 * 

Luc. MiG Aubrey, if . t let me 
in immediately, I ſhall, call * nere 
5 pray unlock the door. 

Aug. I ſcarce know what [I do 1e 
1 5 5 Lord Abberville in, opens the outward 
door.] There, Madam, you're obeyed. _ 
Luc. Why, ſurely you affect extraor- 
dinary privacy. It ſeems you've had your 
Tyrrel in our abſence. | 

Ang. Yes, Mr. Tyrrel has 10 0 here. 
Luc. Humph! you're in mighty ſpirits. 
Aug. No, Madam; my poor 9 8 | 
my poor condition: nts 1 hope, 
rich in every ſenſe. 

Luc. She's happy I can 18 though ſhe 
attempts to hide ir: I can't bear her- 
Pray, Miſs Aubrey, what are your de- 
ſigns to ruin this young man? | 
Aug. Madam! 

Luc. Can you now in your bed Gags 
poſe that Mortimer will let his nephew 
marry you? Depend upon't, tell you as 
your friend, as ſoon as that old cynic 
hears of it, which I have taken care he 
ſhall, your hopes are; cruſhed at once, 

| Aug. When were _ otherwiſe? Ky 

ac. 
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/ Luc. I don't know what to make of 
her—ſhe ſeems confus'd—her eyes wander 
ſtrangely: watching the bedroom door 
what i is it ſhe looks at? 

Aug. Where are you going? 

Luc. Going! Nay, no where ſhe's 
alarmed—— Miſs Aubrey, I have a fooliſh 
notion in my bead, chat Mr. Tyrrel's in 
this houſe. | 

Ang. No, on my word—ſhall I light 
you to your room? 

Luc. So ready No; aw own will 
ſerve: I can adjuſt my head-dreſs at your 
glaſs—Hey-dey'; 3 all's re ve locked 
the door | 

Aug. Have I, indeed? 

Luc. Ves, have you, Madam; and if 
my anne true, Jane lover's i in It— 
open. itil, +; ; 

4 I beg to be exctiſed, Pc 

Luc. Oh! are ny” caught at laſt? Ad- 
mit mo- 164 

Aug. Wome cannot ſure be Brlont—chink 
I've the ſanction of a gueſt. O re 

Luc. Ridiculous! Þll raiſe the houſe— 
ter me come to the bell. 

Aug. Hold! hold! you don't know what 
you do: for your own ſake deſiſt: to fave 

out own confuſion, more than e 
deſiſt, and jeek no farther. - . 
Law: No, Madam; if I e you, may 


* * that waits for you fall on my head. 
Aug. 
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Aug. At your own peril be it then! 


Look there. [opens and diſcovers Lord Ab- 
berville.] 


Luc. Aſtoniſhing! Lord Abberville! 


This is indeed extraordinary; this, of all 


frolicks modern wit and gallantry have 


given birth to, is in the neweſt and the 
boldeſt ſtile. | 

L. Abb. Upon my life, Miſs Wige 
more, my viſit has been entirely in- 
nocent. | 


Luc. Oh, yes! Igive you perfect credit 


for your innocence; the hour, the place, 


your Lordſhip's character, the Lady's com- 
poſure, all are innocence itſelf. Can't 
you affect a little ſurprize, Ma'am, at 
finding a Gentleman in your bed- room, 
though you placed him there yourſelf? So 
excellent an actreſs might pretend a fit on 
the occaſion: Oh, you have not half FOR 
part. 

L. Abb. Indeed, Miſs e you 


look uport this in too ſerious a light. 


Luc. No, be aſſured: F'm charmed with 
your addreſs; you are a perfect faſhion- 
able lover: ſo agreeable to invite us to 
your houſe, ſo wellbred ro be from home, 


and ſo conſiderate to viſit poor Miſh Au- 
brey in our abſence: altogether, I am 


puzzled which to prefer, your we poli- 
teneſs, or your honour. 


Vor. UL L | Ang. 
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Aug. Miſs Bridgemore, tis in vain to 
urge my innocence to vou; Heaven and 
my own heart acquit me; I muſt endure 
the cenſure ot the world. 


1411 


Luc. O Madam, with 1 Abberville 8 


protection you may ſet that at nought: to 
him I recommend you: your company in 
this anne, will not 5 very Welcome. 54 
| Exit. 

11. Abb. I to * as Whey goes 15 Then, 
Madam, ſhe ſhall come to mine; my 
houſe, my arms are open to receive her. 
Fear nothing, ſet her at defiance; re- 
ſign yourſelf to my protection; you ſhall 
face your tyrant, out-face her, ſhine 
above her, put her down in ſplendor as 
in beauty; be no more the ſervile thing 
her cruelty has made vou; but be the 
life, the leader of each public pleaſure, 
the envy of all womankind, the miſtreſs 


of my happineſs 

Aug: And murderer of my own. No, 
no, my Lord, III periſh firſt: the laſt 
ſurviving orphan of a noble houſe, Ill not 
diſgrace it: from theſe mean, unfeeling 
people, who to the bounty of my an- 
ceftors owe all they have, I ſhall expect 
no mercy; but you, whom even pride 
might teach ſome virtue, you to tempt 
me, you with unmanly cunning to ſeduce 


diſtcels  younſell crpareds ſinks ven deeper 
In 
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in contempt than Heaven ſinks me in po- 
verty and ſhame. | #27; 


I. Abb. A very unpromiſing campaign 
truly: one lady loſt, and the other in 
no way of being gained. Well, I re- 
turn to my company; there is this merit 
however in gaming, that it makes all 
loſſes appear trivial but its own. 


1 
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A c T IL 
4 Library in MontinEr' $ daf. 


MoRHT IEA alone. 


O! ſo! another day; another twelve 
| hours round of folly and extravagance: 

ſhaw! I am fick on't. What is it our 
men of genius are about? Jarring and 
jangling with each other, while a vaſt 
army of vices over-runs the whole coun- 
try at diſcretion ¶ Jarvis enters.] Now, 
* what's your news? | 

My morning budget, Sir; a break. 

faſt of good deeds; the offerings of a full 
heart and the return of an empty purſe. 
There, Sir, I've done your errand; and 
wiſh hereafter you could find another 
agent for your charities. 
"More. Why ſo Charles? ; 
Jur. Becauſe the taſk grows heavy; be- 
ſides, I'm old and fooliſh , and the fight 
is too affecting. 

Mort. Why doesn't do like me then? 
Sheath a ſoft heart in a rough caſe, 'twill 
wear the longer; fineer thyſelf, good 
Jarvis, as thy maſter does, and keep a 
marble outſide to the world. Who dreams 
that I am the lewd fool of pity, and thou 
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my pandar, Jarvis, my provider? Vou 
found out the poor fellow then, the half- 
pay officer I met laſt Sunday 
Jar. With difficulty; for he obtruded 
not his ſorrows on the world; but in de- 
ſpair had crept into a corner, and, with 
his wretched family about him, was Pa 
tiently expiring. | 
Mort. Pr'ythee no more on't: you fav'd 
him; you reliev'd him; no matter how; 
you made a fellow · creature happy, that's 
enough. ä | 
Far. I did, Sir; but his ſtory's ſo af- 
fecting— 
Mort. Keep it to thyſelf, old man, 
then; why muſt my heart be wrung? I 
too am one of Nature's ſpoilt children, 
and havn't yet left off the tricks of the 
nurſery. f 


es SERVANT enters. 

Serv. Sir, Mr. Tyrrel's come to town, 
and begs to ſee you. | 
Mort. Let him come in | 7Tyrrel enters.] 
So, nephew, what bring's you to town? 
I thought you was a priſoner in the 

country. | 
Tyr. I was; but now my Lord cem 
land has obtained his liberty, no reaſon 
holds why I ſhould not recover mine. 
Mort. Well, Sir, how have you fill'd 
WP your. time? In practiſing treſh thruſts, 
* or 
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or repenting of that which is paſt? You've 
drawn your ſword to ſatisfy one man, now 
think of ſatisfying the reſt of mankind. 

Tyr. You know my ſtory, Sir: I drew 
my fword in the defence of innocence: 
to puniſh and repel the libertine attempts 
of an ennobled ruffian; every man of 
honour would have done the ſame. 

Mort. Yes, honour: you young men 
are ſubtle arguers; the cloak of honour 
covers all your faults, as that of paſſion 
all your follies. 

Tyr. Honour is what nicakind have 
made it; and as we hold our hves upon 
thefe terms, with our lives it dehoves us 
to defend them. 

Mort. You have made it beuten then it 
ſeems; make it religion too, and put it 
out of faſhion with the world at once: 
of this be ſure, I would ſooner caſt my 
guineas in the fea, than give em to a 
duelliſt. But come, Frank, you are one 
from prejudice, not principle ; therefore 
we'll talk no more on t. Where are you 
Le 2 

Tyr. At the hotel hard by. 

Mort. Then move your baggage hither, 
and keep hauſe with me: you and I, ne- 
phew, have ſuch oppoſite purſuirs that 
we can never juſtle; beſides, they tell 
me you're in love; *twill make a good 
companion of you; you ſhall rail at I 

| ex, 
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ſex, while Pm employed with t'other, and 
thus we may both „ our {pleen at 
once, 

Tyr. O, Sir, unleſs you can ecm to 
hear the praiſes of my lovely girl, from 
hour to hour, in endleſs reperition, never 
ſuffer me wirhin-your doors: 

Mort. Thy girl, Frank, is every bio 
but rich, and that's a main blank in the 
catalogue of a Lady's perfections. | 

Tyr. Fill it up then, dear uncle; a word 
of your's will do it. 

Mort. True, boy, a word will do it; 
bur tis a long word; 'tis a laſting one; it 
ſhould be, dds, a deliberare one: 
but ler me ſee your girl; Fm a ſour fellow; 
ſo the world thinks of me; but it is 
5 the proud, the rich I war: poverty 

be a misfortune to Miſs Aubrey; it 
9 be hard to make it an objection. 

Tyr. How generous is that ſentiment! 
Let me have your conſent for my en- 
deavours at pf her's, and I (hall 
be moſt happy. £44 

Mort. About it then; my part 15 ſoon 
made ready; your's is the taſk: you are 
to find out happineſs in marriage; I'm 
only to provide you with a fortune. [Exit 
TyR.] Well, Frank, I ſuſpected thou hadit 
more courage than wit, when J heard of 
thy engaging in a duel; now thou art for 
encount ring a wife, I am convinc'd of it. 
; L 4 A wife! 
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A wiſe! '{death, ſure ſome planetary mad- 


nels reigns amongſt our wives; the dog- 


ſtar never ſets, and the moon's horns are 
fallen on our heads. 


Colin MACLEOD enters. 


Colin. The gude time o'day to you, 
gude Maiſter Mortimer. 

Mort. Well, Colin, What's the news at 
your houſe? 

Colin. Nay, no great ſpell of news, gude 
faith; aw things 9 us gang on after 
the auld fort. I'm weary of my life 
amongſt 'em; the murrain take 'em all, 
ſike a family of free-booters, Maiſter 
Mortimer; an I ſpeak a word to em, or 
preach up a little needful economy, hoot! 
the whole clan is up in arms. I may ſpeak 
it in your ear, an' the de'il himſelf was 
to turn houſekeeper, he cou'd na' pitch 
upon a fitter ſet; fellows of all trades, 
countries, and occupations; a ragamuffin 
crew;. the very refuſe of the mob, that 
canna' count paſt twa generations without 
a gibbet in their ſcutcheon. 

Mort. Ay, Colin, things are miſerably 
chang'd ſince your old maſter died. 

Colin. Ah, Maiſter Mortimer, it makes 
my heart trap blude to think how much 
gude counſel I ha' caſt away upon my 
Laird; i' faith I hanna' ſtinted him o' that; 


1 ee d him rules and maxims of gude 
hufban- 
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huſbandry. in plenty, but aw in vain; the 
dice ha' deafen'd him. 


Mort. Les, and deſtroyed; 1 5 8 


heart, happineſs are gone to ruin; the 


leaſt a gameſter loſes is his money. 

Colin. Ecod and that's no trifle in his 
caſe ; laſt night's performances made no 
ſmall hole in that. | 
Mort. Whence learn you that? NES 
Colin. From little Napthali of St. Mary 
Axe: when a man borrows. money of a 
Jew, 'tis a preſumption no Chriſtian can 
be found to lend him any 

Mort. Is your Lord driven to ſuch 

wretched ſhifts? 
_ Colin. Hoot! know you not that. every 
loſing gameſter has his Jew? He is your 
only. doctor in a deſperare caſe; when the 
regulars have brought you to Death's door, 
the quack is invited to uſher you in. 

Mort. Your Jew, Colin, in the preſent 
caſe, ſavours more of the lawyer than 
the doctor: for I take it he makes you 
fign and ſeal as long as you have effeQs. 

"Colin. You've hi the nail o' the hedez 
my Laird will ſign to any thing; there's 
bonds, and blanke, and bargains, and 
promiſary notes, and a damn d ſight. of 
rogueries, depend ont. Ecod he had a 
bundle for his breakfaſt, as big as little 
Napthali cou'd carry; 1 wou'd it had 
braken his bock; and yer he is na' hal 

the 
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the knave of yon fat fellow upon Fiſh- 
est, 

Mort. Bubgem be, you mean. 

Colin. Ay; ay, he's at the bottom of 
the plot; this little Hebrew's only his 
JackdIl. 1 6 
Mort. T-comprehend you: Brill periovs; 
under cover of this Jew, has been playing 
the uſurer” with Lord Abberville, and 
means to pay his daughter's portion in 
Parchment; ; rhis muſt be prevented. 

Colin. Vou may ſpare JO: pains for 
— the match is off. 

Mort. Hey-day , friend Colin, what Bas 
put of mee * © 

Colin. Troth, Maiſter Martmer T can- 
na' ſatisfy you on that hede; but yeſter- 
night the job was done; methought the 
buſineſs never had a kindly ale from 
the firſt. 

Mort. Well, as my Lord has got rid of 
Miſs, I think he may very well ſpare her 
fortune. 

Colin. Odzooks, but that' s no reaſon he 
ſhou d loſe his wn. 

Mort. That, Colin, may be paſt my 
power to hinder; yet even that ſhall he 
attempted: find out the Jew-thar Bridge- 
more has employed, and bring him hit- 
wer,” if yu tb. 

Colin. Let me alons 7 that; there 


never was a Jew ſince Samſon's time that 
Colin 
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Colin cou'd na' deal with; an' he hangs 
bock, and will na' follow kindly, troth, 
Til lug him to you by the ears; ay, will 
IT, and his Maiſter the far fellow into the 
bargain.' | | ) Wee e 

Mort. No, no, leave me to deal with 
Bridgemore; I'll ſcare away that cormo- 
rant; if the ſon of my noble friend will 
be undone, it never ſhall be faid he fell 
without an effort on my part to fave him, 

/ 5 3 lex. 

Colin. By Heaven you ſpeak that like a 
noble Gentleman. Ah, Maiſter Morti- 
mer, in England, he that wants money, 
wants every thing; in Scotland now, few 
have it, but every one can do without it. 

| [ Exit Colin. 


An Apartment in BRIDGEMORE's Houſe. 


BRIDGEMORE and Dr. DRV ID. 


Bridge. But what is all this to me, Doc- 
tor? while I have a good houſe over my 
head, what care I if the Pyramids of 
Egypt were ſunk. into the earth? London, 
thank Heaven, will ſerve my turn. | 

Dr. Druid. Ay, ay, look ye, I never 
faid it wasn't coot enough for them that 
live wm #6 ws £447 E 0. 

Bridge. Good enough! Why what is 
ke it? Where can you hve ſo well. 

| Dr. 
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Dr. Druid. No where, coot truth, 'tis 
all cooks ſhops and putchers ſhambles; 
your very ſtreets have ſavoury names; 
your Poultry, your Pye-corner, and Pud- 
ding-lane, your Bacon- alley, and Fiſh- 
ſtreet Hill here; o' my oord, the Map of 
London, would furniſh out an admirable 
pill of fare for a Lord-Mayor's dinner. 

Bridge. Well, Doctor, I'm contented 
with Fiſh-ſtreet Hill; you may go ſeek for 
lodgings yonder in the ruins of Palmyra. 

Dr. Druid. Ruins indeed! what are all 

your new buildings, up and down yonder, 
but ruins? Improve your town a little fur- 
ther, and you'll drive every man of ſenſe 
out of it; pleſs us, and fave us, bye and 
bye not a monument of antiquity will be 
left ſtanding from London-ſtone to Weſt- 
minſter-Hall. 
Bridge. And if the Commiſſioners of 
Paving would mend the ſtreets with one, 
and preſent t'other as a nuſance, bone- 
ſetters and lawyers would be the only 
people to complain. 

Dr. Druid. Down with 'em then at 
once, down with every thing noble and 
venerable and antient amongſt you; turn 
the Tower of London into a Pantheon, 
make a new Adelphi of the Savoy, and 
bid adieu to all ages but your own; you 
will then be no more in the way of de- 


riving dignity from * progenitors, 
than 
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than you are of tranſmitting. it to your 
pofrernmey. © | 

Bridge. Well; DoQor, well, leave me 
my opinion and keep your own; you've a 
veneration for ruſt and cobwebs; I am 
for bruſhins them off wherever I meer 
them: we are for furniſhing our ſhops and 
warehouſes with good profitable commo- 
dities; you are for ſtoring em with all 
the monſters of the creation: T much 
doubt if we cou'd ſerve you with a dried 
rattleſnake, or a ſtuft alligator, in all the 
purlieus of Fiſh.Streer Hill. 

Dr. Druid. A ſtuft alligator! A ſtuft 
alderman wou'd be ſooner had. 

Bridge. May be fo; and let me tell you 
an antiquarian is as much to ſeek in the 
city of London, as an alderman wou'd be 
in the ruins of Herculaneum : every man 
after his own way, that's my maxim: you 
are for the paltry ore; I am for the pure 
gold; I dare be ſworn now, you are as 
much ar home amongſt the ſhakes and 
ſerpents at Don Saltero's as I am with the 
Jews and jobbers at Jonathan's. 

Dr. Druid. Coor truth, Mr. Pridge- 
more, 'tis hard to ſay which collection is 
the moſt harmleſs of the two. 


Mrs. BRIDGEMORE enters. 
Mrs. Bridge. Pm out of patience with 


you, Mr. Bridgemore, to ſee you ſtir-not 
briſker 
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briſker in this buſineſs; with ſuch a ſtorm 
abour your ears, you ſtand as idle as a 
Dutch ſailor in a trade - wind. 

Bridge Truly, love, till you come in, 
I heard nothing of the ſtorm. 

Mrs, Bridge. Recolle& the miſadven- 
ture of laſt night; the wickedneſs of that 
ſtrumpet you have harboured in your 
houſe; that viper, which wou'd never 
have had ſtrength to ſting, hadn't you 
warm 'd it in your boſom.. 

Dr. Draid. Faith and truth now, I 
\ havn't heard better reaſoning from an 
ooman, this many a day: you ſhall know 
Mr. Pridgemore, the viperous ſpecies love 
warmth ; their fling, look ye, is then 


more venomous; but draw their teeth, 


and they are harmleſs reptiles; the con- 
jurors in Perſia play a thonfand fancies and 
fagaries with em. 

Bridge. But I'm no Perſian, Door. 

Mrs. Bridge. No, nor conjuror neither; 

ou wou'd not elſe have been the dupe 
thus of a paltry girl. 

Dr. Druid. A girl, indeed! why all the 
Enropean world are made the dupes of 
girls: the Aſiatics are more wiſe; ſaving 
your preſence now, F've ſeen a Turkiſh 
Pacha or a Tartar Chan rule threeſcore, 
ay, three hundred wives, with infinite 
more eaſe and quiet, than You can mne 


one. | 
k 8 A. 9 75 
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we ſtand on a ground as well as our 
huſbands; Magna Charta is big enough 
for us beth; our. bill of divorce is a full 
match for cheir bill of rights at any time: 
we have our Commons, Doctor, as well 
as the men; and I believe our privileges 


are as well managed here at St. Paul's, as 


theirs are yonder at St. Stephen's. 

Dr. Druid. Vour privileges, Mrs. Prid- 
gemore, are not to be diſputed by any in 
this company; and, if Nis is as well in- 
ſtructed in her's, 1 wiſh my Lord Abher- 
ville joy. of his releaſe; that's all. I Exit: 


2 


LuciND A enters. 


Luc. What did the fellow ſay? Who 
ſent that old mummy, hither? 
Bridge. He came upon a qualiſying 


meſſage from Lord Abberville, as I be- 


lire; but tis ſuch an extravagant old 


blade, he got amongſt the pyramids of 


Egypt, before he could well bring it out. 
Mrs. Bridge. I wou'd he was there, and 

his pupil with him; don't you ſee what a 

condition our poor girl is thrown into? 
Luc. I into a condition! No; they {hall 


never have to ſay they threw me into a 
condition, I may be angry, but I ſcorn 


to own I'm diſappointed. 


Bridge. 
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Bridge. That's right, child; ſure there 
are more men in the world deſidkes Lord 


Abberville. 


Lune. Law, papa! your ideas are 0 


roſs, as if J car'd for any of the ſex, if 
5 hadn't ſingled her out from all women 


kind; but it was ever thus; ſhe's born 


to be my evil genius; ſure the men are 
mad Tyrref, Lord Abberville - one 
touch'd my heart, the other wounds my 
pride 

Bridge. Why, ay; there is a fine eſtate, 
a noble title, great connections, power- 
ful intereſt. 

Luc. Revenge is worth an all; drive 
her but out of doors, and marry me to a 
convent. 

Bridge. But let us keep ſome ſhew of 
juſtice; this may be all a frolic of Lord 
Abberville's; the girl, perhaps, is inno- 
cent. 8 
Luc. How can that be, when 1 am mi- 
ſerable? 

Mrs. Bridge. come, ſhe's been ſuffer'd 
in your houſe too long; had I been 
miſtreſs, ſhe ſhou'd have quitted it laſt 
night upon the inſtant: «toad i ſhe had 
never entered it. 

Bridge. There you make a bad wiſh, 
Mrs. Bridgemore; ſhe has proved the beſt 
feather in my wing; bur call her down; 
go, daughter, call her down. 

a Luc. 
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Luc. II ſend her to you; nothing ſhall 
prevail with me to ſpeak to her, or look 
upon the odious creature more. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Bridge. What is it you are always 
hinting at about this girl? She's the beſt 
feather in N wing. Explain care 
ſelf. | 

Bridge. I can't; you muſt excuſe me; 
tis better you ſhou'd never know it. 

Mrs. Bridge. Why, where's the fear; 
what can you have to dread from a deſti- 
tute girl, without father, and without 
friend: N 

Bridge. But is ſhe really without a FR 
ther? Was TI once well aſſured of that 
But buſh ! my daughter's here—Well, 
where's Miſs Aubrey? 5 


LUCINDA enters, followed by 4 Maid | 


Servant. 


Lac. The bird is flown, 

Bridge. Hey-day, gone off! 
Mrs. Bridge. That's flat conviction. 

Bridge. What have you there? A 
letter? | 

Luc. She found it on her table. 

Bridge. Read it, Lucy. 

Luc. I beg to be excuſed, Sir; 1 don't 
chuſe ro touch her naſty ſcrawl. 
Bridge. Well chen, let's oy: Pl read 
it myſelf, 


VOL. III. MM Reads 


aan end of her: this makes it her own act 
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55 Reads, 
60 Sir, Since neither Lord Abbervilles 1 
a teſtimony, nor my molt ſolemn proteſta- A 
« tions can prevail with you to believe me 
innocent, I prevent Miſs Bridgemore's : 
threaten'd diſmiſſion by withdrawing my. 
«ſelf for ever from your family: how the W * 
«world will receive a deſtitute defenceleſs = 
«orphan I am now to prove; I enter on 10 
« my trial without any armour but my in- 
« nocence ; which, though inſufficient to 
«fecure to me the continuance of your Hir 


confidence, will, by the favour of Pro- 
evidence, ſerve, I hope, to ſupport me 
55 under che loſs of it. 
« Auguſta Aubrey.” 


7 $0! ſhe s elop'd. 
Mrs. Bridge. Ay, this 1s lucky; there's 


and deed; give me the letter; go, you 
need not wait | to the ſervant. ] 

Serv. Madam! | | 

Luc. Don't you hear? Leave the room. 
Serv. Pray don't be angry; I beg to 
ſpeak a word to you. 

Luc. Go, go, another time; Pm wy. 
Serv. ** done a wicked thing; and if 
I don't diſcharge my _ will break, for 5 


it is ſo full. follo! 
Mrs. Bi idge. What have you done? Lt 
Speak out. l 


Serv. 


FU, 
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Serv. Why, I have been the means of 
ruining an innocent perſons for ſuch Miſs 
Aubrey is. 

Bridge. How ſo? Go on. 

Serv. Twas I that brought Lord Abber⸗ 
ville laſt night into her chamber, un- 
known to her: thought it was a little 
frolic to ſurpriſe her; but, when I heard 
her ſcream, I was alarmed, and ran and 
litened at the door. 

Luc. Well, and what chen? 

Serv. Why, then I heard her e 
him, and deſire him to be gone; yes, 
and but juſt before you came up ſtairs, I 
heard the poor young Lady reproach him 
bitterly for his baſeneſs in making love ro 
her, when he was engaged to you, Ma- 
dam: indeed, ſhe is as innocent as the 
babe unborn. - 

Luc. Go your way for a x nog and 
lay no more abour the matter. 

Serv. To be ſure I was a ſimpleton to 
ho as I did; but I ſhould never ſurvive it, 
if any miſchief was to follow. [ Exit. 

Bridge. What's to be done now? 

Mrs. Bridge. What's to be done? why 
let her take her courſe; - guilty or not, 
what matters it, if every man who offers 
for your daughter, is to turn aſide and 
follow after her? 

Luc. True, where's the woman who 
can pardon that? indeed, had ſhe been 

M 2 really 
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really criminal, I cou'd have endur'd her t 
better, for then I had had one qualifica- 1 
tion, which ſhe had wanted; now ſhe 

phones me every way. SETS | ( 


ASEAN x enters lente, 


Lord Abberville, Madam, deſires to be 
admitted to ſay a word to you. 
Luc. Who? Lord Abberville? | 

Mrs. Bridge. Oh, by all means admit FT 
him; now, Lucy, ſhew yourſelf a woman 
of ſpirit; receive him, meer his inſulting 
viſit with becoming contempr. — Come, 
Mir. Bridgemore, let us leave them to 
themſelves. | 

[Exennt Mr. and Mrs. BR1DGEMORE. 
Luc. Ahem; now, pride fupporr me! 


Lord ABBERVILLE enters to her. 

L. Abb. Nils Bridgemore, your mol! 
obedient; I come, Madam, on a peniten- 
tial errand,'to apologize to you and Miß 
Aubrey for the | ridiculous ſituation in 
which I was ſurpriſed laſt night. 

Luc. Cool, eaſy villain! f ofide.] 

L. 485. I. dare ſay, you laugh'd molt 
heartily after I was gone. 


Lic. Moſt ncontinently<uſcomparable na, 
aſſurance! de.] | — 
L. Abb. Well, I forgive you; 'twas ri- 7 


diculous enough; a fooliſh frolick, but 


abſolutely harmleſß be afſur'd: I'm glad 
to 
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to find you no longer ſerious about it. 
But where's Miſs Aubrey, pray? 6 


Luc. You'll find her probably at your 
own cg 3 ſhe's gone from hence. 


Sen vr enters. 


Serv. Mr. Tyrrel, Madam. 

Luc. Shew him in, pray—My Lord, 
you've no objection. 
. Abb. None in life; e him in- 
timately; but, if you pleaſe, Pll take my 
leave; you may have buſineſ . Curſe 
on't, he is the Lady's lover | afide. ] 
Luc. Nay, I inſiſt upon your ſtaying 
Now malice ſtand my friend! 
Good 'morning to you, vir, you re wel- 
come to town. 


a enters. 


Tyr. I thank you I am wrong, I be- 
lieve; your ſervant ſhould not have ſhewn 
me in here: 'tis with Miſs Aubrey I re- 
queſt ro ſpeak. 

Luc. Lord Abberville, you can direct 
Mr. Tyrrel to Miſs Aubrey: ſhe has left 
this family, Sir. 

_ Tyr. Madam My Lord I beg to 
know I don't underſtand 

L. Abb. Nor I, upon my ſoul: was 
ever any thing ſo malicious? 2 [afſede,] 


M 3 Luc. 
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Luc. My Lord, why don't you ſpeak ? 
Mr. Tyrrel may have PEER? buſineſs 
with Miſs Aubrey. 

L. Alb. Why do you refer to me? 
How ſhou'd I know any thing of Miſs 
Aubrey: 

Lac. Nay, I. aſk : 8 Mr. 
Tyrrel's was a mere vikit of compli- 
ment. 

Tyr. Excaſe me, „Nada 1 eng it 
was an errand of the moſt ſerious ſort. 

Luc. Then it's cruel not to tell him 
where you've plac'd lier. 

Dr. Plac'd her! 


L. Abb. Ay placed her indeed? For 


Heaven's ſake, what are you about? 

Luc. Nay, I have done, my Lord; but 
after laſt night's fatal diſcovery, I con- 
ceived you wou'd no longer affect any 
privacy as to your ſituation with Mus 
Aubrey. 

Tyr. What did you diſcover laſt night, 
Madam, tell me? I have an intereſt in the 
queſtion, 

Luc. Tm ſorry for't, for then you'll 
not be pleas d to hear that ſhe admits Lord 
Adberville, by night, into ber bedroom, 
locks him up in it, and on detection the 
next morning, openly avows her guilt, 
by eloping to her gallant. 

Dy. What do I hear? —My Lord, my 
Lord, if this is true 
* 4. 


„ 4 OM E DUN. 1383 


L. Abb. What then? What if it is? 
Muſt I account to 0 87. WW makes you 
my inquiſitor? 

Tyr. Juſtice, humanity, and that con- 
troul which virtue gives me over its op- 
poſers: if more you word, with anguiſh, 
I confeſs my heart unhappily was plac'd 
on her whom you have ruin'd; now 
you'll not diſpute my right. | 

L. Abb. This is no place to urge your 
right; I ſhall be found at home. 


Thr. III wait upon you there 
¶Erit Tyrrel: 


L. Abb. Do — ſervant Miſs 
Bridgemore, I am infinitely your debror 
for this agreeable viſit; I leave you to 
the enjoyment of your many amiable vir- 
tues, and the pleaſing contemplation of 
what may probably enſue from the inter- 
view you have provided tor me with' Mr, 
Tyrrek ($2101 [ Exit. 

Luci Ha, hk ha! J muſt be leſs or 
more than woman, if I did not reliſh this 
retaliation. 


END oF THE SECOND Ac. 
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ACTI. 
The Street | with. 4 Glee . View Wit 4 


Square. 


Ter i alone. 


A”: Colin, thou'rta prodigal; a thriſt- 
leſs 3 thou'ſt been, that cou'd na- 
keep a little pelf to thyfall when thou 
had'ſt got it; now thou may'ſt gang in 
this poor geer to thy live's end, and worſe 
too for aught I can tell; faick; mon, 
twas a ſmeart little byſack of money thou 
hadſt ſcrap'd together, and the belt part 
of it had na' been laft amongſt thy kins- 
folk, in the Iſles of Skey and Mull; 
muckle gude may it do the weams of 
them that ha' it! There was Jamie Mac 
Grejor, and Sawney Mac Nab, and the 
twa braw lads of Kinruddin, with old 
Charley Mac Dougall, my mother's firſt 
huſband's ſecond couſin: by my fol I cou'd 
na' ſee ſuch near relations, and gentlemen 
of ſich auncient families gang upon bare 
feet, while I rode a horſeback: I bad been 
na' true Scot, an I cou'd na' geen a 
countryman a gude laft upon occaſion | 4s 
he is going out, Miſs AUBRE Y enters. ] 
Aug. That houſe is Mr. Mortimer's; 
and yet I can't reſolve to go to it: to ”* 
© pea 


peal to Tyrrel is a dangerous ſtep; it 
plunges him again in my unproſperous 
concerns, and puts his life a ſecond time 
in danger; ſtill, till I know not how to 


let him think me guilty: wretched, un- 


friended creature that I am, what ſhall I 
do? [As /he is going out, Colin advances.] 

Colin. Haud a bit, laſſie, you that are 
bewailing; what's your malady? 

Aug. Sir! Did you ſpeak to me? 

Colin. Troth, did I; I were loth to let 


affliction paſs beſide me and not alk it 


what it ail'd. 

Aug. Do you know me then? 

Colin. What need have I to know you? 
An you can put me in the 2 to help 
you, isn't that enough? 

Aug. I thank you: if I have your pity, 
that is all my caſe admits of. 

Colin. Wha' can tell that? I may be 
better than I ſeem: as ſorry a figure as I 
cut, I have as gude blude in my. veins, 
and as free of it too, as any Briton in the 
lond; troth, an you be of my country, 
Madam, you may have heard as much. 

Aug. I do not queſtion it; but I am 
not of Scotland. 

Colin. Well, well, an' if you had the 
d&'il a bit the worſe ſhou'd I ha liked you 
for it; but it was not your lot; we did 


na* make ourſalls; Paradiſe itſal wou'd na 
hald all mankind, nor Scotland neither 2 
8 2 an . 
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and let me tell you there's na braver or 


more auncient people underneath Heaven's 
canopy; no, nor a nation of the terreſtrial 


globe wha have more love and charity for 


one another. 

Aug. Well, Sir, you ſeem to wiſh to 
do me ſervice: I've a letter here; I cannot 
well deliver it myſelf; if you are of this 
neighbourhood, perhaps you know the 
houſe of Mr. Mortimer. 

Colin. Hoot! hoot! I ken him well; I 
came fra' thence but now. 

Aug. Will you take charge of this, and 
give it as directed? the Gentleman will be 
found at Mr. Mortimer's. 

Colin. To Francis Tyrrel, Eſquire 
Ah! an 'tis thereabouts you point, gad- 
zooks, your labour's loſt; you may ev'n 
wear the willow as they lay, for by my 
troth he'll play the loon wr you. 

Aug. Is that his character? 

Colin. No; but he canna' well be true 
to twa at the ſame time. 6 

Aug. His heart's engag'd it ſeems: what 
is the Lady's name? 

Colin. Woe worth her name! I canna' 
recolleQ it now; an it had been a Scottiſh 
name, I ſhou'd na' let it ſlip fo; but I've 
no mighty memory for your Engliſh cal- 
lings; they do na' dwell upon my tongue: 
out on't! 'tis with a grete fat lubber 
3 in the city that the dwells ; a fel- 

low 


a] GewEmMtoinT or 


low with a paunch below his gullet, like 
the poke of a pelican; and now ] call to 
mind, *tis Aubrey is her name; ay, ay, 
tis Aubrey; ; ſhe's the happy woman. 

Arg. Is the the happy woman? Well, 
Sir, if you'll deliver thar letrer into Mr. 
Tyrrel's hands; there is no treaſon in it 
againft Miſs Aubrey; ſhe herſelf ; iS privy 
to the contents. 

Colin. You need na' n but T ſhall 
honde it ro him; I were a forry child an 
] cou'd grudge you that: where ſhall k 
bring his anſwer? 

Jaw! It requires none. 

Colin. But an he craves to know your 
houſe, where mun I ſay you dwell? _ 

Ang. I have no houſe, no home, no 
father, friend, or refuge, in this world; 
nor do I at 1 5 moment, fainting as I 
am with affliction and fatigue, know 
where to find a hoſpitable door. ; 

Colin, Come with me then, and I will 
ſhew you one; 'ah! woe is me, we hanna' 
all cold hearts, that occupy cold climates: 
I were a graceleſs loon indeed, when Pro- 
vidence ha' done ſo much for me, an' I 
cou'd not pay bock a brile to a fellow 
creature. 

Aug. Who you may be I ie not; 
but that ſentiment perſwades me I may 


truſt you: know, in chis wretched perſon 
you 
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you behold her whom you think the en- 
vied, rhe beloved Miſs Aubrey. [ib 

Colin. Miſs Aubrey! you Miſs Aubrey! 
His preſence be about us! and has that 
grete fat fellow in the city turn'd his 
bock upon you? Out on him, ugly hound, 
his ſtomach be his grave! I cou'd find in 
my heart to ſtick my dirk into his weam. 

Aug. Have patience; 'tis not he, Lord 
Abberville's the ſource of my misfortunes. 

Colin. Ah, woe the while the more's 
his ſhame, Pa rather hear that he were 
dead. 

Aug. Do not miſtake afflidion for Ail⸗ 
grace; I'm innocent. 

Colin. I ſee it in your face: wou'd 1 
cou'd ſay as much of him. Mp 

Aug. You know him then. 

Colin. Ay, and his father afore him: 
Colin Macleod's my name. 

Aug. Colin Macleod! | 

Colin. What do you ſtart. at? Troth, 
there's no ſhame upon't; tis noughr a bir 
the worſe for my wear; honeſty was aw 
my patrimony, and, by my fol I hanna 
ſpent it: I ſerve Lord Abberville, but not 
his vices. 
Ang. I readily believe you; ; arid to con- 
vince you of it, put me, I beſeech you, 
in ſome preſent ſhelter , till the labour of 
my hands can keep me, and hold me up 


but * a — ſpace, till I can rally 
* 


* 
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my exhauſted ſpirits, and learn to ſtruggle 


with the world. 

Colin. Ay, will I by. my ſol, ſo Heaven 
gives life; and woe betide the child thar 
does you wrong! I be na ſmuthly ſpoken, 
bur you ſhall find me true. And look, 
the firſt door that I caſt my ey'n upon, I 
ken the name of Macintoſh: troth, 'tis a 
gudely omen and prognoſtic; the Macin- 
toſhes and Macleods are aw of the ſame 
blood fra” long antiquity: had we ſearch'd 
aw the town we cou'd na” find a better. 
[ Knocks at the door. ] Odzooks, fear no- 
thing, damſel, an ſhe be a true Macin- 
toſh, you need na' doubt a welcome. 
Mic. MaCINTOSs H comes to the door. 
Gude day to you, Madam; is your name 
Macintoſh pray you? 

Mes. Mac. It 1 is; what are Four - com- 
mands? 

Colin. Nay, hau'd a bit, gude child, 
we command nought; but being, dye 
fee, a Scottiſh kinſman of your's, Colin 
Macleod by name, I crave a lodgment 1 in 
your houſe for this poor laſſie. Gude 
troth you need na' ſquant at her ſo clo- 
ſely; there's nought to be ſuſpected; and 
tho' ſhe may na' boaſt ſo long a pedigree 
as you and I do, yet for an Engliſh fa- 
mily, ſhe's of no deſpicable houſe; and 
as for reputation, gude faith the lamb is 


not more innocent: reſpecting mine own 
ſall 


n 
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fall I will na' vaunt, but an' you've any 
doubts, you need na' gang a mighty 
length to ſatisfy em; I'm no impoſtor. 

Mrs. Mac. I ſee: enough to ſatisfy me; 
ſhe is a perfect beauty: pray, young 
Lady, walk in; pray walk up ſtairs; you 
are heartily welcome; lackaday, ) you ſeem 
piteoufly fatigu'd. 

Ang. Indeed I want repoſe. 

Colin. Reſt you awhile; III deliver 
your letter and call on yon anon. 

Aug. | thank you. [Enters the houſe. 

Mrs. Mac. Heavens, what a lovely girl! 

Colin. Haud you a bit, you've done this 
kindly, couſin Macintoſh; but we're na 
come a bagging, dye ſee; here, take this 
money in your —_ and let her want 
for nought. 

Mrs. Mac. You may 85 upon my 
care. 

Colin. Ay, ay, I ken'd you for a Ma- 
cintoſh at once; I am na' apt to be miſ- 
taken in any of your clan; and 'tis a 
comely preſence that you have; troth tis 
the caſe with aw of you; the Macintoſhes 
are a very .perſonable people. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Mac. Another of my Scottiſh cou- 
fins Oh, this new name of mine is 2 
moſt chriving i invention; a rare device to 
hook in cuſtomers; when I was plain Nan 
Rawlins of St. Martin's pariſh, ſcarce a 


yard of ferret cou'd I fell 1 ro club a pren- 
tice's 
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tice's hair on a Sunday morning; now 
there's not a Knight of the Thiſtle that 


does not wear my green paduaſoy acroſs 
his ſhoulder, nor a Mac paſſes my ſhop 
who does not buy ſnuff and black "band 


of his kinſwoman; of ſuch conſequence | 


is 1t to have a 1 08 name in this world. 
A room in Lord ABR ERVILL E'S houſe. 


Lord ABBERVII EE enters, followed by 
ſeveral ſervants. 


L. Abb. You are a moſt. 1 


ſer of gentry truly; I have but one 
Scotchman in my family, and you are 


every one of you, cook, valet, butler, 
up in arms to drive him out of it. 3 

La Feu. And with reaſon, my Lord; ; 
Monſieur Colin is a grand financier; but 
he has a little of what we call la maladie 
du pays; he is too cconomĩque; it is not 
for the credit of mi Lord Anglois to be 
too œconomique. 

L. Abb. I think, La Jeuneſſe, I have 
been ar ſome pains to put that out of diſ- 


pute; but get you gone all together, and 


ſend the fellow to me; I begin to be as 
tir'd of him as you are.— [ Exeunt ſer- 
vants.] His honeſty is my reproach; 
theſe raſcals flatter While they rob me: 
it angers me that one, who has no ſtake, 
no 


" 
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no intereſt in my fortune, ſhould huſband 


it more frugally than I who am the owner 


and the ſufferer: in ſhorr, he is the glaſs 


in which I ſee myſelf, and the refſeQtion 
rortures mez my vices have deform d me; 


gaming has made a monſter of me. 


La JEUNESSE re-enters. 

L. Abb. Well, is the favage coming? 

La Jeu. He is only turning his cravar, 
my Lord, and will be here immediately. 

4456. Leave me. [ Exit La JE UN. 
CoLIN enters.] Come hither, Colin; 
what is this I hear of you? 

Colin. Saving your prefence I ſhou'd 


guels a pratty many lies; twill moſtly be 


the caſe when companions in office give 
characters one of another. 
L. Abb. But what is he whom nobody 
ſpeaks well of? You are given up on all 
hands. 

Colin. And ſo muſt truth itſall, when 
the de'il turns hiſtorian. vet 


L. Abb. You've been applauded for your 


bluntneſs; *tis no recommendation to me, 


Macleod; nor ſhall I part from all my fa- 
mily to accommodare your ſpleen; from 
the ſtableboy to my own valet, there's 
not a domeſtic in this houſe gives you a 
good word. 

Colin. Nor ever will, till T prefer. their 


intereſt to your's; hungry curs will bark: 
but 
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but an' your Lordſhip would have us re- 
gale our friends below ſtairs, while you 
are feaſting your's above, gadzooks, I 


have a pratty many countrymen in town, 


with better appetites than purſes, who 
will applaud the regulation. 

L. Abb. 'Tis for ſuch purſes and fuch 
appetites. you would be a fit provider; tis 
for the latitude of the Highlands, not for 
the meridian of London, your narrow 
ſcale of economy is laid down. 

Colin. Oeconomy is no diſgrace; tis 
batter leg; on a niere, than en a 
great deal. | 
I. Abb. Well, Sir, you may be panel; 
but you are troubleſome; my family are 
one and all in arms againſt you; and you 
muſt know, Colin Macleod, I've great 
objection to a rebellion eicher in a family 
or ſtate, whatever you and your country- 
men may think of the matter. 

Colin. My Lord, my Lord; whan you 
have ſhad the blude of the offenders, it is 
na' generous to revive the offence: as for 
mine awn particular, Heaven be my judge, 
the realm of England does na' haud a 
heart more loyal than the one 1 ſtrike my 
honde upon. A 


Doctor DRI D enters 2 them. 
L. Abb. So, Doctor, what's the news 
with you? Well, Colin, let me hear 
VOI. III. N no 
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no more of theſe complaints; don't be ſo 
conſiderate of me — and hark'e, if you 
was not quite ſo parſimonious to yourſelf, 
your appearance would be all the better. 
(+ Colin, Troth , I'd be berter habited, but 
L canna' afford it. 

I. Abb. Afford it, firrah > Don t I r 
you have money enough, if you had but 
* to make uſe of it? | 

Colin. True; but 1 fam wou'd keep a 
little together, * hah leſt you ſhou'd 
not. | moss! Exit. 

Dr. Druid. pleſſing upon us, how the 
man prates and prattles ! Twas but this 
morning he was differing and diſputing 
truly about pedigrees and antiquities, tho 
J can count forty and four generations 
from the Fer of Saint Winifred, 


as en 4 as a OA! can tell his 


beads. 2045 
L. Abb. {nw your generations to the 
worms, Doctor, and tell me if you carried 
my meſſage to Bridgemore- But why 
do J aſk that? When I myſelf am come 
from putting the finiſhing hand to that 
treaty: and really if young women will 
keep companions who are handſomer than 
themſelves, they muſtn't wonder if their 
lovers go aſtray. 
Dx. Druid. Ah, my Lord Apperville, 
my Lord Apperville, Tus ve ONES 
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L. Abb. Preach not, good fi ixty-five, 
thy cold continence to twenty-three; the 
ſtars are in my debt one lucky throw at 
leaſt ; let them beſtow Miſs. Aubrey, and 
III cancel all that's paſt,  [ A ſervant de- 
livers a letfer] What have we here 
From Tyrrel I ſuppoſe—No, tis from a 
more peaceable quarter; my commodious 
Mrs. Macintoſh. [ Reads. Chance has 
«thrown in my way a girl, that quite 
« eclipſes your Miſs Somers: come to me 
« without loſs of time, leſt the bird ſhould 
«be on the wing.“ What ſhall I do? 
] have but little ſtomach to rhe buſineſs. 
Aubrey is my goddeſs, and 'tis downright 
hereſy to follow any other. L Another 
Servant enters. |] 

Serv. My Lord, a perſon without ſays | 
he comes with a recommendation from dir 
Harry Gamble. | 

L. Abb: What ſort of a perſon? 

Serv. A little ugly fellow: I believe 
he's a Jew. 

L. Abb. That's right, 1 had "BS; my 
Jew i is fairly jaded; Sir Harry's probably 
is better trained; ſo let me ſee him: who 
is in the antichamber! ? 

Serv. 'There are ſeveral perſons waiting 
to ſpeak with your Lordſhip; they have 
called a great many times. 


I. Abb. Ay, ay, they come for money; 


he alone comes with it; therefore conduct 
5 N 2 that 


196 Tun FASHIONABLE LovER: 


that little ugly fellow as you call him to 
my cloſet, and bid thoſe other people call 
again. | Exit Servant.] Doctor, if any of 
my particulars are importunate to ſee me, 
don't let 'em interrupt me here; tell 'em 
m gone to Mrs. Macintoſh's; they'll 
know the PRES and wy buſineſs 1 in it. 
nee 
Be Druid. -They may gueſs chat with. 
out the gift of divination truly: ah! this 
paſſion is ; the prejudice of education! He 


may thank France and Italy for this: I 


would have carried him through Ingria, 
Eſthonia, and Livonia; through Moldavia, 
Beſſarabia, Bulgaria, Thrace; from the 
Gulph of Finland to the Streights of the 
Dardanelles. Tis a chance if he had ſeen 

a human' creature ia the whole courſe of 
his travels. | 


TyRREL enters to him. 
yr. DoQor, forgive me this intruſion; 
where is Lord Abberville? His ſervants 
deny him ro me, and I've. buſineſs with 
him of a preſſing fort. 

Dr. Druid. Buſineſs indeed! 

"Tyr. Yes, buſineſs, Sir: I beg you to 
inform me where to find him: 

Dr. Druid. L take it, Mr. Tyrrel, you 
are one of his particulars, , therefore I tell 
you, he is gone to Mrs. Macintoſh's; a 
commodious — of a : and who follows 
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one trade in her er and another in her 
parlour. . 


Dy. Yes, yes, I know her well, and | 
know his buſineſs there. 


Dr. Druid. Pleaſure is all his bufinefs: 
I rake for granted he finds ſome Sratifica- 


| tion in fs viſits there. 


. Tyr. Yes, the gratification of a devil; 
the pleaſure of defacing beauty and de- 
ſpoiling innocence, of planting everlaſting 
miſery in the human heart for one licen- 
tious tranſitory joy: *tis there he holds 
his riots; thither he is gone to repeat his 
triumphs over my unhappy en gr. and 
conſirm her in her ſhame. 


Dr. Druid. Ay, [ ſuppoſe Miſs Aubrey 


is the reigning paſſion now. 


_ Tyr. Curs'd be his paſſions, wither'd be 
his powers! Oh, Sir, ſhe was an angel 
once: ſuch was the graceful modeſty of 
her deportment, it ſeemed as if the 
chaſtity, which now ſo many of her ſex 
throw from them, centered all with 
her. 


Dr. Druid. Tve told too much; this 
lad's as mad as he—Well, Mr. Tyrrel, 1 
can ſay but little in the caſe; women and 
politics I never deal in; in other words, 
I abhor cuckoldom, and have 1 no paſſion 
for the pillory.... wen woof Eh 
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20 o LIN enters. 


Colin. Gang your gait for an old ſmoak- 
dried piece of goar's-fleſh. ¶ Nuts the door.] 
Now we're alone, young Gentleman, 
there's ſomething for your 5 eech 
| delivers à letter. ] 

Tyr. What do I ſee? Miſt Aubrey 
hand! Why does ſhe. write to me? Diſ- 
traction, how this racks my heart! 

Coliu. Ay, and mine too Ecod, it 
gave it ſic a pull, I canna' for the ſol of 
me, get it back into its place again: gude 
truth, you'll find it but a melancholy tale. 

Tyr. [reads] „I am the martyr of an 
«accident, which never will find credit; 
& under this ſtroke, I can't conceal a wiih 
that Mr, Tyrrel would not give me up; 
« but, as his ſingle oppoſition to the 
«world's reproach might be as dangerous 
to him, as it muſt be ineffectual to me, 
“J earneſtly adviſe him to forget the un- 
« fortunate Auguſta. What am I to con- 
clude? The paper looks like innocence; 
the words as foft as modeſty could utter. 
— The martyr of an accident! She calls it 
accident; why that's no crime. Alas! it 
might be accident which 'threw tempta- 
tion in her way, but voluntary guilt 
which yielded to the tempter; of him the 
makes no mention. Pray, Sir, inform 
me; . have ſeen this Lady ——— 


Colin 
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Colin. I have. 

Wer Difcours'd with he | 
Calen. Pha. 91 00 
Dyr. In that diſcourſe, do you recol- 
le& if ſhe named Lord, Abberville? 

Colin. I recolle& ſhe ſaid he was the 
ſource of her misfortunes.  - 

Tyr. Ay, did ſhe ſay fo much? ? Thar! O 
guilty beyond doubt. 

Colin. You'te right; it carries a Amd 
guilty look: I wou'd na' take his fortune 
to father his faults. | | 

Tyr. Why you then give him up. Oh! | 
tis too palpable! But, pray, did ſhe her- 
ſelf give you this letter for me? | 

Colin. With her own hondes; gude 
faith, the heart within you 'wou'd ha 
malted to have ſeen the manner of it. 

Tyr. That aggravates my torture 
Where was it you left her? In what 
wretched habitation? 

Colin. Hoot! no A eee upon 
her habitation; there's nought of wretched- 
neſs about it: odzooks! ſhe's with a Lady 
of as gude a family !—Bur you mun be as 
cloſe as wax, d'ye ſee; ye munna mang 
the ſecret to my Laird. = 

Tyr. Well, well, the place— 

Colin. Nay, tis hard by; a couſin's of 
mine own; a comely courteous woman as 
you'd with to commune with; one Mrs. 
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Tyr. *Sdeath! that confirms it! There, 
Sir, bring me no more letters: whether 
you're dupe or pandar in this buſineſs, I 
deſire never to be troubled more. ¶ Exit. 
Colin. Hoot! what the fiend poſlefles 
you? What time o' the moon is this? The 
jad's an errant bedlamite. There's miſchief 
in the wind; and this ſame Laird of mine 
is at the bottom of it: gadzooks, there 
goes Maiſter Mortimer; I'll tell him aw 
the caſe, and take his counſel on the 
whole. | ern ue 


Scene changes f to Are. Macintosn's 8 
| Houſe. n | 


"Mrs. MacinTosn and TyRREL. 


Mrs. Mac. Well, Mr. Tyrrel, if you 
muſt and will be heard, you muſt; but 
pray be ſhort, my time is precious. 

Tyr. So is my peace of mind: you've 
got a Lady in your houſe has taken that 
from me l never ſhall recover. 

Mrs. Mac. What is't you mean? What 
Lady have I in my houſe? 

Tyr. Miſs Aubrey 
Mrs. Mac. Miſs Aubrey! You miſtake 
I never heard the name. | 
Tyr. Come, you and I have long been 
friends: anſwer me truly, does not Lord 
Abberville viſit a Lady here? ; 

ak Mac. Well, * * does, * bod? 


Br. 
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Tyr. Why then that Lady has- undone 
me; ſhe has broke my heart. 


Mrs. Mac. Yes; but her name's not 
Aubrey my Lord calls her Somers. 


Dy. Let my Lord call her whar he will, 
coin what new name he pleaſes to elude 
wy ſearch, ſtill I muſt ſee her. 


Mes, Mac. Why you're mad ſure to 
think of ſuch a thing; I thought vou 
knew me better: violate a truſt? No, no, 

oung man, that's not my principle;. you 


ſee no Lady here. Why, fure, I've not 


maintained an honourable character i in the 
world till now, to make . with i it at 
laſt. 


' Thr. If you ſuſpeft me, day and be 
preſent at our conference. 


Mrs. Mac. Ves, and fo have my Lord 


come in and catch us, and a tilting · bout 


enſue betwixt you; no, Mr. Tyrrel, mi- 
ne's a ſober well-conduQed family: III 
have no coroner's inqueſt come within my 
doors —Huſh,, as I live, here comes 
my Lord: dear Tyrrel, be adviſed, come 
Wes with me, and betake yourſelf our 
. 

Tyr. No; I'll not ſeek a -quarrel with 

Lord Abberville, but I cannot fly from 


him: go, go, and leave us to each other. 
[Exit Mrs. Macintoſh. 


Lord 
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Lord ABRERVILL E enters. 


Me Abb. Tyrrel!— What brings you 
here? This is no . of meeting; if 
you've any explanation to require upon 
Miſs Aubrey's account, come to my houſe: 
1 anſwer nothing here. 

Tyr. My Lord, when Im aſſured Mik 
Aubrey is in this houſe, and ſee you her 
viſitor, I can interpret for myſelf. 

L. Abb. Miſs e in this houſe! Vou 
raye. 5 

Tyr., Come, tis in vain; your gcotch- 
man told me ſo; your Mrs. Macintoſh 
herſelf confeſſed it. 

I. Abb. Humph! after all, twou'd be 
a lucky hit, ſhould this be true: it may 
be fo. [ ale.) 5 

Tyr. If you require more witneſſes to 
what I ſay, here comes an ee 
N Mild ae herſelf. 


4 


KL... :7 NI AvnrEY enters. 


Aug. Oh, Mr. Tyrrel, this is generous 
indeed! Lord Abberville here too ;—'tis 
what I dreaded. You have miſchief in 
your minds; but, I beſeech you, leave 
me to my misfortunes, nor caſt away 2 
thought upon a wretch like me. 

Dy. Give me your anſwer firſt to theſe 
demands. Have you been wrong'd? Have 
you an accuſation to prefer againſt this 
\ ; Lord, 


* 
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Lande or do you acquit him, and ſubmit 

wel patience to your ſirnation?' 2:9 
Aug. I accuſe no one; I ſubmit with 

parience; I am content to be the only 


ſufferer in this buſineſs, and earneſtly in 


treat you to deſiſt from any altercation 
with Lord Abberville on my account. 
Tyr. I'm fatisfied; and ſhall religiouſly 
obey you: Lord Abberville, I aſk your 


pardon for this Intetchprioly ; Ti never. ; ſhall 


repeat it more. 
Aug. But are you going! 2 


— . 
4 


Hr. For ever. Dangerous to behold 


you are; therefore, before my fond, my 

fooliſh heart relapſes into love, III ſeize 

the reſolution of the moment, and bid 

farewel to you for ever. | "Po 
Aug. Aſtoniſhing |! 


L. Abb. There, ads eve you perceive | 


the love, the WF of that Gentleman. 
Aug. Cou'd J have thought this of * 
Now I'm truly wretched. 
L. Abb. No, Madam, if my purſe, my 
perſon, my aſſiduous ardent love can fill 


the vacancy his falſehood makes, you've 
had no loſs: dry up your tears, you've 


yet a friend; ſmile only on my wiſnes. 
Aug. No, my Lord, no; you've made 
me wretched, guilty you n wore make 
me. 
L. Abb. Inetoiable girl, Inplll 4 


move? Then Pve no longer any terms to 


keep: 


* 
r . . 0 . — 


| 
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keep: call to mind where you are; in a 


houſe where I am maſter ;.. ſurrounded: by 


creatures whom I command; your cham- 
pion gives you up; reſiſtance is in vain; 
if you refuſe my favours, Madam, a 
Mall feel my force [attempts hen. 

Aug. What is't 105 Wenns my Lord?— 
Lina att ick um 


MonTiMER centers... 7 . 
. Ay, What is it 3 mean, my 


) 


L. Abb. 1 Fr ede hn exil 
genius conducted you hither? | 

Mart. | goes to the door. ] Nay , my cool 
friend, come in. | CoL 1 N:enters. } This 
honeſt man was my conductor: while you, 
Lord Abberville, in a diſtinguiſh'd rank 
are. openly aſſaulting innocence, he, in 
his humble poſt, is ſecretly ſupporting 
it.— If you come under that deſcrip- 
en Madam, Jam your defender; if 
not, I have no further buſineſs here. 
Aug. Why ſhould I urge my innocence? 
1 amunfortunate, m poor; your nephew, 
Sir, will tell you that is cauſe ſufficient 
248 abandoning me. 

I. Abb. This grows too . * ſcorn 
to ſteal that from you half my fortune 
could not purchaſe. I believe you are as 
innocent as Heaven firſt form'd you; and 


c convince the world in what — 
ho 
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hold your virtues, here, before Mortimer, 
I offer you my hand, and lay my title, 
fank and fortune, at your feet. 

- Ang. No, there may be a legal proſti- 
tute as well as a licentious one; had you 
a world to give, after your baſe experi- 
ment, you cannot offer any thing thar I 
ſhall take. You 'may find others leſs ex- 
ceptious; but in a noble family, though 
ſtripped of n there will ſtill Nn 

ride. 

. L. Abb. 1 ſee my fare; Lſee. a nc 

ſeſſion in your heart too ſtrong for me to 
ſhake: I plainly. perceive that Mr. Tyrrel 
can offend with more impunity than I can; 
however, Mortimer, you are a man of 
honour: I relign Miſs Aubrey into. your 
hands for the preſent, and ſhall expe& 
you will avail yourſelf of no unfair ad- 
vantages over me. Macleod, I find 
Miſs Aubrey is to thank you for this ſea- 
ſonable viſit of Mr. Mortimer's. [| Exit, 

Mort. Come, Madam, you are now 
my ward; Bridgemore muſt ſtruggle hard 
to get you back again. 

Arg. Sir!—Mr. Mortimer! You'll par- 
don me, but mult I think you ſerious ? 
If what you now propoſe is meant in 
kindneſs to me, I muſt ſay the world has 
not done juſtice to your character: I have 
been taught to look upon you as no pup 
to our ſex in particular. f 
IRENE — Mort. 
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Mort. Nor am I; your ſex have broke 
treaty with us, paſs'd the bounds betwixt 
us, forc'd into our very taverns, and from 
being once the glory of my ppc 4 are 
become its ſhame. | | 
Aug. But all have not done eee 


Mort. Nor am I then at enmity with 


all: a virtuous individual i is of no ſex, no 
eee 

Colin. No country? übe! A true 

North Briton will give up his virtue afore 
his country at any time. 
Ang. Yes, and I think it was a partia- 
lity to your country rather than to virtue 
which determin'd you to ue me into this 
houſe. 

Colin. De'il rake me now, and all my 
kindred with me, if I knew ought about 
the houſe, more than the name of Macin- 
toſh upon the door. 

Mort. Time will clear all things up: a 
general miſconception is gone forth; my 


nephew I perceive has fallen under it. 


As for poor Colin, his deſign in bringing 
you hither was more than innocent, de- 
pend upon it, it was noble; I have heard 
his ſtory, and at my requeſt he brings me 
here: commit yourſelf therefore to my 
Protection, and rely upon my juſtice. 
Aug. How ſhall I anſwer. you? , Your 
generolity o'erwhelms me, 


„ Mort. 
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Mort. 1 generous! No, I am a meer 
voluptuary; I ſtudy luxury by principle, 
and am as ſenſual on the ſide of virtue, as 
Abberville, or any other faſhionable rake, 
on that of vice. Colin, you'll ſettle 
matters with your countrywoman and 
come to us at my houſe. {| Exeunt. 

Colin. My countrywoman! The fiend 
a bit! I never will believe ſhe has à drop 
of Scottiſh blude in aw her compoſition; 
as I ſhall anſwer I never bluſh'd before for 
any of the name: there muſt be ſome- 
thing ſpurious in her genealogy: I'll have 
a little ſerious talk with her on that; I've 
got the pedigree of the Macintoſhes at 
my fingers ends, and if there's e'er a flaw 
in her deſcent *rwixt this and Noah, gad- 
zooks, I'll wager a hundred pounds 1 
prove her an impoſtor. | 


END oF THE THiRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 
7 ee. 11. 


2 AUBREY 6 e | 
Tf Bridgemore hasn't ſhifted his abode, 


that is the houſe; 'twas there that 
eighteen years ago I loſt a wife, and left 
an infant daughter. All-diſpoſing Provi- 
dence, who haſt ordain'd me to this hour, 
and thro? innumerable toils and dangers 
led me back to this affecting ſpot, can it 
be wondered at, if I approach i it with an 
anxious aching heart, uncertain as I am if 
IJ have ſtill a child or not? What ſhall I 
do? If my Auguſta's loſt, *twere better I 
ſhould never enter thoſe ill-omen'd doors; 
if ſhe ſurvives, how ſhall I diſcloſe my- 
ſelf, and tell her ſhe has ſtill a father? 
Oh, that unknown and unperceiv'd, I 
cou'd but catch a ſight of her, gaze til 
I'd gratified my longing, and till this 
throbbing might abate! Tl watch the 
door till ſomebody. comes out, that I may 
ſpeak to. | Steps aſide.] 


COLIN MACLEOD enters. 


Colin. The murrain lighr upon this Fiſh- 


Areet Hill, wherever it mey be: I wou'd 
it 
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it had na' got its name for nought, that 
I might fairly ſmall it out, for I am clear 
bewalder'd. Johnny Groat's houſe wou'd 
as ſoon be found as this ſame Bradge- 
more's. One cries, turn o' this honde, 
one © that, and t'other ſtares and grins 
forſooth becauſe I hanna got the modern 
gabble on my tongue, but ſpeak the 
language in its auncient purity. Hoot! 
this mon ſeems of a batter ſort, and 
peradventure wou'd concede an anſwer. 
Speed you, Gentleman, I pray you nech 
way leads to Fiſh-ſtreet Hill? _ 

Aub. You are there already; this is 
Fiſh-ſtreer Hill. 

Colin. Gadzooks! and that's the reaſon 
I could find it na' where alſe. Ken you 
one Bradgemore's may I aſk? 

Aub. He had us'd to live in yonder 
houſe with the great gates; but it is many 
years ſince I have been in England. 
Colin. I faith, you need na' tell me that; 
I apprehend as much from your civility. 

Aub. Give me leave now in my turn to 
alk you a few queſtions. 

Colin. With aw my heart; you have 
gude right; you may interrogate me 
freely. 

Aub. Vou are acquainted with this Brid- 
gemore ; 

Colin. I am. 

Aub. And with his family 

OL. ME. O Colin. 
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Colin. I am. 

Aub. And what does it conſiſt of? 
Colin. Troth, of a ſpouſe and daughter. 
Aub. Are they all? 

Colin. Ay, and enough in aw gude rea- 
fon; the de'il, Sir, in his vengeance need 
na' add a chird. 

Alub. But to be "SS tell me, I "*h 
ſeech you, do you know of no one elſe 
in Mr. Bridgemore's OP | 

Colin. Of none. 

Aub. What do I hear? Pray dein 
yourſelf: you don't ſeem to know his 
houſe; perhaps you are: not well ac- 
quainted with his family. 

Colin. Aw that he owns 1 know; what 
baſe begotren brats he may haue ſculking 
up and down in holes and corners, troth, 
I can't pretend ro ſay. —Theſe city cattle 
ſometimes will break paſture. 

Aub. Vou miſconceive me, honeſt 
friend: has no young Lady of the name 
of Aubrey come within your knowledge? 

Colin. Ay, ay, poor laſſie, ſhe once 
liv'd with Bradgemore; the worſe lack 
her's, but that is over; ſhe has got her 
liberty; ſhe's now releas'd. 

Aub. IT underſtand you She is dead. 
Colin. Dead! Heaven forefend! An you 
would give me time, I wou'd ha told you 
ſhe's releaſed from yon fat fellow's tyran- 


11. na more: out on him, filthy porpoiſe, 
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aw the bowels in his belly, tho' he has 
got gude ſtore, dunna contain one grain 
of pity: troth, with his gude will ſhe 
might ha” ſtary'd and perith'd in the 
ſtreets. | 

Aub. What is't you tell me? In the 
ſame breath you bring my hopes to life 
and murder them again. —Starv'd in the 
ſtreets? I thought ſhe had an affluent for- 
tune. | 

Colin. In virtue, Sir, nought elſe, and 
that will not paſs current for a dinner. 
Zooks, and I myſall, by Heaven's gude 
providence, had na ſtapt in upon the very 
nick of time, my life ws t ſhe had been 
loſt, 

Aub. Come to my arms then, whoſoe'er 
thou art, and wonder not, for thou haſt 
ſav'd my daughter. 

Colin. Daughter! Gadzooks, you eps. 
my heart jump to my laps for joy. Are 
you Miſs Aubrey's father ? 

Aub. I am her father. 

_ Colin. An if I'd found mine awn I con'd 
na' been more happy. Wall, wall, I hope 
you'll merit your gude fortune; by my 
fol you've got an angel of a clild—Bur 
where have you been buried aw the 
while? for we believ'd you dead. 

Aub. You ſhall hear all my ſtory , but 
this is no fit place to tell it in: ſatisfy me 
firſt if my poor child is fate. oP 
WY Colin. 
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Colin. Fear nought, ſhe's ſafe with 


Maiſter Mortimer; I laft her but this mo- 


ment. 
Aub. Who is Mr. Mortimer? 


Colin. Why, Maiſter Mortimer is one 
who does a thouſand noble acts without 
the credit of one; his tongue wounds and 
his heart makes whole; he muſt be known 
and not deſcrib'd: an' you will bait a- 
while in yonder tavern till I come from 
Bradgemore's, Fll accompany you to where 
your daughter 1s. 

Aub. Agreed! I fear I've been miſtaken 
in this Bridgemore; three years ago I 
conſign'd to him a cargo of great value 
- from Scanderoon; if he has robb'd me 
but till I've ſeen my daughter, Ill 
ſuſpend my enquiry. Step with me into 
yonder tavern, there we'll concert the 
means of bringing Bridgemore to an in- 
terview at Mr. Mortimer's. Come, my 
good benefactor, how fortunate was this 
meeting ! I long to know to whom I owe 


this happineſs. PT [Evennt. 


4 Compring-Houſe belonging to Brip G E- 
Kogk: 


BRIDGEMORE and NAPTHAL I. 


Bridge. And ſo, friend Napthali, Lord 
Abberville has had another tumble. 
 Napth. A damn'd one. e 
f : Bridge, 
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Bridge. Im glad on't; this will wring 
his fine high pamper'd carcaſe to the 
quick, 

Napth. Tait , he flings and winces ſo, 


J tremble to come near; he look as dark 


as India ſtock upon a ſettling day. 
Bridge. Ay, ay, the dice are little 
weapons, but they make deep, wounds: 


what between thoſe that win and us that 
lend, he bleeds at both arms. Theſe are 


the bonds. 
Napth. Take * 'em: this is a memoran- 
dum of the premium on five thouſand, 


and this the private contract for extraor- 
dinary intereſt. ¶ Gives ſeveral papers. ] 


Bridge. Good, good, friend Napthali! 


The bonds give legal intereſt, and this 
doubles it. There, there, lye by and 
breed. [| Pats them by.] But hark'e- me! 


Haſt brought the abſtract of the ſale of 
the Neptune's cargo? 

 Napth. Aubrey's conſignment you mean. 
Bridge, The ſame; but mum! That's 
between you and me: cloſe, cloſe, my 
little Napthali. 

Napth. A broker and betray his prin- 


cipal! That's not my vay; there is no 
ſenſes in that. Here I have make out 
your account; tis var coot bargain I have 
make conſidering diamond is a drug. 


Bridge. Why this rells well; it mounts; 


the raw ſilk was old gold; the carpetting 
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and cottons not amiſs; and whuh! the 
rhubarb! — _ 

Napth. Ah, Sir, but vat 1s that 
Look at the coffee! 

Bridge. Politics account for ike: - while 
news- papers bear price, coffee will hold 
its own. This rupture with the Ruſhans 
was in our favour here. 

Napth. Ay, ay, a charming iivke: 
war is a var coot thing; and then the 
plague; a bleſſed circumſtance, tank 
Heaven; a bleſſed W coot 
7 per cent. 

Bridge. Let me ſee; Aicnsther tis a 
thumping ſum: it netted forty thouſand: 
where's the conſcience, Napthali, that 
woudn't ftrain a point for forty thoufand 
pounds? 

Napth. Oh, tis all pos in the vay of 
trade; you cou'd not ſtrike a jury out of 
Jonathan's that woudn't acquit you. Well, 
Mr. Bridgemore, any thing more in my 
vay ? 

Bridge. Nothing at preſent. Did you 
call at Lloyd's? 

Napth. Odſo! well recolleQed ! The 
Sea-horſe is arrived from Scanderoon, ſhe 
that had ſuch high inſurances upon her. 

Bridge. What d'ye hear? What paſ- 
ſengers come in her? Is ſhe at Stangate 


Creek? 
: Napth, 


1 
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- Napth. No; in the pool; ſhe brought 
elit bills of health from Leghorn. | 

Bridge. Go, go; you have given me 
an ague- fit; the name of Scanderoon ſets 
all my teeth a chattering. [ Exit. Napth.] 
Well, would it had been poſſible to have 
kept / my ſecret from that fellow —.—. The 
Sea-horſe come at laſt! Why be it ſo. 
What ails me; what poſſeſſes me? 
If ſhe brings news of Aubrey's death, I'm 
a whole man; ay, and a warm one too. 
How now 3 who $ there! ? Nn 
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Colin. Cawdie Macleod, a ragged High- 
lander, ſo pleaſe you, a wrarched gaelly 
under favour of your raverence, na better. 

Bridge. I recolle& you now for one of 
my Lord Abberville's retinue Well, 
you have ſome enquiries to make about 
Miss Aubrey. ; 

Colin. Ecod, you are cloſe upon the 
mark. | 

Bridge. 1 gueſt as much; but ſhe is gone 
from hence, and you may follow. ' © 

Colin. Out on thee, ragamuthn; an [I 
were not bound to ſecrecy, I'd gee the 
fic a pill ſhou'd lead that weam of thine 
the de'il a dance. | Afde.J OO 

Bridge. No, Maſter Colin, your Scotch 


policy will derer arg in no e this 


Turn, | | x | ak 1295 
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Colin. Then III forſwear my. country 
Well, you wull na have my meſſage 
then, I mun gang bock to Maiſter Mor- 
timer, and tell the Turkiſh trader you'll 
na' ſee him. 

Bridge. Hold, hold, what trader do 
Fou ſpeak of? 

Colin. Of one that's com'd a paſſanger 
from Scanderoon, aboard the what d'ye 
call the veſſel—the Sea-horſe I take it. 

Bridge. What, who? It is not Au- 
brey. 

Colin. Gude faith, I owa it was 
the mon is dead. 

Bridge. Which man is dead; the paſ- 
ſenger or Aubrey? 

Colin. Hoot! can't you think 'tis Au- 

brey ? By your leave, truth, awhile; 
you will na' take it much to heart, an I 
make uſe of talſhood ro detect itſall. 
LA de. 
Bridge. T'll go to Mr. Mortimer's; II 
go with all my heart. Give me your 
hand; I aſk your pardon heartily, my 
. honeſt friend and fo he is dead you 
ſay you're ſure he is dead 
what diſtemper did he die of? 

Colin. When a mon's in his grave, what 
matters whuch diſtemper laid him there. 
Bridge. That's true, that's true enough, 
Pray you ſit down; Il juſt run up and 
tell my wife and E Looks? 


pray, 


5 ſuppoſe 
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ſuppoſe. I brought them with me; will 


they meet a welcome think you? 
Colin. Ay, lic a one as you dont look | 
for, take my word. 
Bridge. Im a new man; I walls: upon 
the air. | [Exit haſtily. 
Colin. Ecod, the proje& takes; I drew 
for the cock N and have taken the 
whole cy. 


. 


NAT HA L1 enters baſtily. 


Napth. Odds my life, Mr. Bridgemore, 
I forgot Who's there? that devil 
Scotchman. 

Colin. Hold, hold, friend Napthali; you 
and I munna part; you muſt keep pace 
wi' me to Maiſter Mortimer's. 

Napth. To Mr. Mortimer's? Impoſſible: 
why I muſt be at Bank, Sic, I muſt be ar 
Jonathan's: I've forty. bargains to ſettle. 
I ſhall have half the Coffee-houſe on my 
back. Wou'd you make me a lame duck? 

Colin. Duck, or no duck, ecod, Sir, 
you muſt travel. Drage bim out. 


L uciN p A enters. 
Heyday! I never ſaw the like before; 


I can't think what poſſeſſes my father; 


he's intoxicated; quite beſide himſelf with 
this confirmation of Mr. Aubrey's death: 
for my part, I derive no particular grati- 
acation, from it; ſo that Auguſta had but 
4 one 
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one lover leſs, I care not if ſhe had forty 
fathers living: Tyrrel's the man of her 
heart, and in truth he is an object worthy 
any woman's preference; if I cou'd draw 
him from her 'twou'd be, full retaliation 
for Lord Abberville Fil go to Mor- 
timer's; *tis an untoward viſit ; bur Pll ga 
There. 


BRIDGEMORE enters to her, 


Bridge. Come, buſtle, daughter, buſtle; 
get your cloak on, the coach will be here 
immediately: but where's my Scotchman? 


I forgot to aſk che ſtranger's name. 
| [Exit haſtily, 


Mrs. BRIDGEMORE enters. 


Mrs. Bridge. Where have you hid your- 
ſelf, my dear? Come, are you ready? 
Your father's frantic with! impatience. 

Luc. I follow you No. /, Aubrey, 
tis my turn. len. 


ebener 70 M. ORTIMER'S Library... 


MoRTIMER and L YRREL. 


Mort. Never tell me, you've acted like 

a > viddy hot young man; put a few hear- 

ſay circumſtances together, ſhook 'em in 

an empty noddle, and ſo produced a com- 
Pons of nonſenſe and ſuſpicion. 

Tyr. I "Panty ſee I've judg'd roo ba 

,. 
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Mort. Judg'd! pooh, I wou'd not give 
a ruſh for ſuch a judge: a magpye in a 
cage, that chatrers our whore to every 
woman that goes by, will be as often right 
as you, and judge as wiſely: never talk 
to me of judging others, till you've con- 
demn'd yourſelf. ; 

Tyr. I do condemn myſelf; and if Miſs 
Aubrey does not ſign my pardon, I am 
diſpoſed not only to condemn, but exe- 
cute. \ 

Mort. Away then, and throw yourſelf 
upon the mercy of the court; it is the 
fate of bunglers to be aſking pardon. 

[Exit TYRREK, 


Oats on enters. 


Colin. Bleſs you, gude Maiſter Morti- 
mer, I hanna flept in your commiſſion: 
yon far fellow upon Fiſh- Street Hill is on 
his march with bag and baggage. 

Mort. What mean you? Does he bring 
his wife with him? 

Colin. Troth does he, and his Addobivt 
too; the plot is chickning you mun 
know apace, and yon ſame buzzard canna 
ſpy it our. 

Mort. What plot is thick'ning ? 

Colin. Zooks, mon, you ſhall behold 
as a pretty diſcovery, come the time, as 
ever your eyes look'd upon; but aw 
things in their courſe; I mun gang Tm 

dne 


220 THrE FASHIONABLE LovER: 


the whilſt, but T'll be quickly bock again, 
d'ye ſee. 
Mort. Do ſo, my "A and hark'e, 


tell your Lord I beg half an hour's con. 


verſation with him, when and where he 
pleaſes. 

Colin, I ſhall do that; but you mun 
know, while I was on my Way, I croſs'd 
upon a Gentleman of no vulgar preſence, 
and conſidering he has ſojourned for a 
pretty many years with none but ſuch as 


we denominate barbarians, as courteous 


in his manners as your heart cou'd wiſh. 

Mort. Why that accounts for it. Well, 
what of him? 

Colin. With your leave, Maiſter Mor- 
timer, he'll tell you his own errand: 
troth, he wull'd me introduce him to 
you: he's without. 

Mort. Admit him. 

Colin. Gude faith, he has done that for 
himfall; he's not habituated to our cere- 
monies. Maiſter Mortimer, I pray Heaven 
take you to its holy keeping till I fee you 
again. Exit 


AUBREY enters . 


Aub. Sir, your moſt humble ſervant. Can 
you forgive the intruſion of a ſtranger? 

Mort. A ſtranger, Sir; is welcome: 1 
cannot always ſay as much to an ac- 
quaintance. 


; . 5 
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Aub. 1 plainly ſee your experience of 
er t by the value you put upon them. 
Mort. True, Sir; I've viſited the world 
from arctic to eclipric, as a ſurgeon does 
a hoſpital, and find all men ſick of ſome 
diſtemper: the impertinent part of man- 
kind are ſo buſy, the buſy ſo impertinent, 
and both ſo incurably addicted to lying, 
cheating and betraying, that their caſe is 
deſperate: no corroſive can eat deep 
enough to bottom the corruption. | 

Aub. Well, Sir, with ſuch good ſtore 

of mental proviſion about you, you may 
ſtand out a ſiege againſt ſociety; your 
books are companions you never can be 
tird of. 
Mort. Why truly their hey is 
more tolerable than that of their authors 
wou d be; I can bear them on my ſhelves, 
tho I ſhou'd be ſorry to ſee the imper- 
tinent puppies who wrote them: hows- 
ever, Sir, I can quarrel with my books 
too, when they offend my virtue or my 
reaſon. But I'm taking up your time; 
the honeſt Scotchman, who announc'd 
you, told me you had ſomething of im- 
portance to communicate to me. 

Aub. I have: Tm told I am your debtor, 
and I came with a deſign to pay you down 
ſuch thanks as your benevolence well 


merits; bur. I perceive already you are 


one, whom great profeſſions wou'd annoy, 
| | | whote 
/ 
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whoſe principle is virtue, and whoſe re. 
tribution riſes from within. 

Mort. Pray, Sir, no more of this; if 
you have any thing to requeſt, propoſe 
it: I'd rather much be told what I may do 
for you, than reminded of what 1 may 
have done. | 

Aub. I We believe you, and ac- 
cording to your humour will addreſs you: 
I own. you may confer, a benefit upon 
me; 'tis. in your power, Mr. Mortimer, 
to make me happieſt of all mankind. 
Mort. Give me your hand; why now 
you. ſpeak good ſenſe; I like this well: 
let us do good, Sir, and not talk about 
it: ſhow me but how I may give happineſs 
to you, with innocence. to myſelf, and J 
ſhall be the perſon under obligation. 

Aub. This then it is; you have a young 
perſon under your protection, a Lady of 
197 name of Abe ee 0 

Mort. I have. | 

Aub. Reſign her to my care. 

Mort. Sir! 

Aub. Put her into my hands: Tam rich, 
Sir, I can ſupport her. 

Mort. You're inſolent, or groſsly igno- 
rant, to think I wou'd betray a truſt, 2 
ſacred truſt: ſhe is a ward of virtue; *tis 
from want, tis from oppreſſion I protect 
Miſs Aubrey—who are you, chat think 
to make a traitor of me? 


Aub. 


0 2» 
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Aub. Vour zeal does honour to you; 
yet H you perſiſt in it, and ſpite of my 


proteſt hold out, your conſtancy will be 


no virtue; it muſt take another name. 
Mort. What other name, and why? 


Throw off your myſtery, and tell me 


why. | 94880 
Aub. Becauſe- 
Mort. Ay, let us hear your cauſe. | 

Aub. Becauſe I am her father. 

Mort. Do I live? 

Aub. Yes, in my heart, while I have 
life or memory; that dear injur'd girl, 
whom you ſo honourably protect, is my 
daughter. The overflowings of a father's 
heart bleſs and reward you! You whom [I 
know not, and that poor Highlander, out 
of his ſmall pittance, have under Provi- 
dence preſerv'd my child; whilſt Bridge- 
more, whom I rais'd from penury, and 
truſted with the earnings of my travel, has 
abandoned and defrauded her. 

Mort. O mother Nature, thou'lt compel 
me to forſwear thee. 

Aub. Ah, Sir, you ſeel the villain of 
man in every vein; I am more practiſed, 
and behold ir only with a figh: Colin and 
I have laid a little plot to draw this 
Bridgemore hither; he believes me dead, | 
and thinks he is to meer a perſon at your 
houſe, who can relate particulars of my 
death; in which caſe it is clear he means 

to 


224 Tar FASHIONABLE Lover: 


to ſink a capital conſignment I ſent him 
about chree years ſince, and turn my 
daughter on the world. © 


Mort. Well, let him come; next to the 
ſatisfaction I receive in the proſperity of 


an honeſt man, I am beſt pleaſed with 115 
confuſion of a raſcal. i 


| TyRREL enters baſtily. 


_ Tyr. Dear uncle, on my 9 

whar am I doing? 

Mort. You thought I was alone. 

Tyr. I did. 

Mort. And what had you to tell me in 
ſuch haſte? 

Tyr. I had a petition to va" on 
which my happineſs in life depends. 

Aub. I beg 1 vu retire: I interrupt 
yo 

Mort. By no means: 1 bits. you wall 
nor ſtir; let him make his requeſt; if it is 
not fit for you to hear, it is not fit for 
me to grant. Nen out: * never he- 
Ezare Na 

yr. What can I aſk of you but to con- 
few my hopes, , and make Miſs N 


mine? 


whence do you derive pretenſions to Miſs 
Aubrey ? bp me in ene of this 
66 . a 

Tyr. 


Mort. Was ever the like heard ? Pray 
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Dr. Not from my own deſervings, 1 | 
confeſs; yet, if an ardent, firm, diſin- 
tereſted paſſion, ſanctified with all by her 
conſent, can recommend * 1 am not 
without ſome title. | 

Mort. Look you there now: this fellow 
you ſhall know, Sir, is my nephew; my 
ſiſter's ſon; a child of 'fortune.—Hark'e, 
with what face do you calk of love, who 
are not worth a groat? | 

Tyr. You have allow'd me, Sir, to talk 
of love; openly, beneath your eye I have 
ſolicited Miſs Aubrey's conſent and gain'd 
it; as for my poverty, in that T glory, 
for therein I reſemble her whom I adore; 
and I ſhow'd hope, tho fortune has not 
favour'd us, we have not loſt our cs to 
the rights of nature. 

Mort. Pooh! the rights of 0 
While you enjoy it's rights, how will you 
both provide againſt its wants? 

Tyr. Your bounty hitherto has let me 
feel no wants; and ſhou'd it be your 
pleaſure ro withdraw it, thanks to Pro- 
vidence, the world is not fo ſcantily pro- 
vided bur ir can give to honeſt W. a 
daily dinner. 

Mort. Fine words! But III aper to 
this good ae let him decide be- 
twixt us. 

Aub. In truth, young Gentleman, your 
uncle has good reaſon on his ſide; and 

Vor. III. 3 | was 
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was I he, I never wou'd conſent to your 
alliance with Miſs Aubrey, till ſhe brought 
a fortune large enough to keep you both. 
Dy. Theſe are your maxims I've no 
doubt; they only prove to me that you 
love money more than 2e seni. 
or honout. 

Aub. But is your Lady in noel 10n of 
all theſe? Let me be made: acquainted 
with her, and perhaps Ewan come over 
to your ſentiments. 

Mart. Ay, Frank, go, fetch your git, 
and let my friend here ' ſee her; I'm in 
earneſt. Upon, my honour, nephew., till 
you've | gain'd, this Gentleman's conſent, 
you never can have mine; ſo go. your 
ways and ler us ſee if you have intereſt 
enough to bring her hither. 

Tyr. Oh! if my fate depends upon der 
leaks, they muſt be iron hearts that can 
withſtand em. I Erxit. 
Aub. The manly and difintereſted paſ- 
ſion of this youth, while it poſſeſſes me 
ſtrongly in his favour, gives an aſſurance 
of a virtuous conduct in my child: indeed, 
Sir, I am greatly taken with your nephew. 

Mort. Thank Heaven, the boy as yet 
has never made me bluſh; and, if he 
holds his courſe, he may take one half 
of my fortune now, and tother at my 
death 
daughter comes. 


TyRREL 


But, ſee, Sir, here your 
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TyRREL introduces Miſs AUBREY. 
Dy. You are obeyed; you ſee the 
Lady, and you've nothing now to wonder 
at, but my preſumption. 

Aub. To wonder at! I do behold a 


wonder! *Tis her mother's image! Gra- 
cious Providenee, this is too much! 
Mort. Vou will alarm her; your dif 
AI is too viſible. 
Aub. I cannot ſpeak to her; I pray you 
15 me hear her voice. 
Aug. Why am] ſent for? Is your uncle 
angry: ? How have I offended ?—— 
Aub. Huſh, huſh, ſhe ſpeaks; tis ſhe 
herſelf, it is my long-loſt wife reſtor'd 
and raig'd again. 
Mort. Pooh! what had I to do to med- 
ns with theſe matters? | 


Aug. Why does that Gentleman regard 
me ſo atrentively? His eyes oppreſs me; 
aſk him if he knows me? 

Tyr. Sir, if you know the Lady, if 
you ve any tidings to communicate that 
touch her happineſs, oh! that I could in- 
jpire you with my feelings! 

Aub. I knew your father, and am a 
witneſs to the hard, neceſſity which tore 
him from an infant child, and held him 
_ eighteen tedious years in exile from his 
native land. 7 
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Aug. What do I hear? You: was my 
fatber's friend The prayer and interceſ- 
ſion of an orphan draw Heaven's chern 
benediction down upon yu! 

Aub. Prepare yourſelf, be tonftiviny I 
have news to tell you of your father, 

Mort. I can't ſtand this: 1 with I was 

any where elſe. 

1 Courage, my dear Auguſta; my 
life upon it, there is igen in ſtore for 
thee.” 1 ety] 
Aug. Go on, 90 on. 33 | 

Aub. You are in an error; you are not 
an orphan; you have a father, whom, 
| thro! toil and peril, "thro! ſickneſs. and 
thro' ſorrow, Heaven has graciouſly pre- 
ſerved and bleſt ar length his unremitting 
labours with abundance.” _ 

Tyr. Did I not tell you this? paſo: up. 

Aub. Yes, virtuous Auguſta, all your 
ſufferings terminate this moment; you 
may now give way to love and happineſs; 
you have a father living who approves 
your paſſion, who will crown it with' a 
liberal fortune, who now looks upon 
you; n to you, einbraces you. 

[Embraces ber. 

Mort. There, there; Im glad 'tis over. 

Joy befall you both! 


Ty. See how her colour 4 


She'll faint, - | 
2 Aab. 
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Aub. What have I done? Dear inno- 
cent, look up. | 5 

Aug. Oh, yes, to Heaven with grati- 
tude for theſe divine vouchſafements | 
I have a father then at laſt Pardon 
my tears; I'm little ug'd to happineſs, and 
have not learn'd to bear it. 

Tyr. May all your days to come be no- 
thing elſe! But look, ſhe changes again 
Help me. to lead her into the air. 
[Tyrrel and Aubrey lead ber out. 
Mort. I believe a little air will not be 
much amiſs for any of us. Look at that 
girl; 'tis thus mortality encounters hap- 
pineſs; tis thus the inhabitant of earth 
meets that of heaven, with tears, with 
faintings, with ſurprize: let others call 
this the weakneſs of our nature; to me it 
proves the unworthineſs; for had we 
merits to entitle us to happineſs, the 
means wou' d not be wanting to enjoy it. 


1 


a * 
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END oF THE FouRTH ACT. 
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A c T v. 5 
The Hel in Lord Abr ERVII IE“ 8 2 
Lord ABBERVILLE followed by Corin. ; 


Lord ABBERV ILLK-: b 


Sora. Sir, am I or you the 
maſter of this houſe? who made you 
judge what company is fit for me to 


keep? The Gentlemen you excluded came 


by my ſpecial invitation and eee 

Colin. Gentlemen! 

I. Abb. Ay, Gentlemen. Were they 
not ſuch? 

Col. Under favour, 1 wks 'em to be 
aer. I know your Lordſhip always 
loſes, and I've notic'd that they always 
win. 

L. Abb. Impertinence! I had debts of 
honour to adjuſt with every one of them. 

Col. Hang em, baſe vermin, pay them 


debts; pay your poor trad ſmen; thoſe 


are debts of honour. | [Half aſide. 
I. Abb. What is't you mutter? It was 
you too, I ſuppoſe, that drove away my 
Jew, that came with money to diſcharge 


thoſe debts. 
N 3 y A 8 Col. 


Td 
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Col. That's true enow, gude faith; I 
es him. a nne and I 8 wy 

word. 

L. Abb. Raſeal, thou'rt born to be wy 
plague. p 

Col. Raſcal! Your father never e. 
that word. 

I. Abb. On your life, name not ür 
my heart is torn with vulturbs; and you 
feed them: ſhall T keep a ſervant in my 
houſe to drive away my gueſts, to curb 
my pleaſures, my purſuits, and be a ſpy 
upon my very thoughts; to ſer that cynic 
Mortimer upon me, and expoſe-me in the 
moments of my weakneſs to that ſnarling 
humouriſt? I want no monitors to re- 
proach me, my own mann can do 
that. | IErit. 

Col. Well, well! tis vary well! A raf- 
cal! Let it paſs Zooks, I'm the firſt 
Macleod that ever heard that word and 
kept my dirk within my girdle Let it 
paſs—T've ſeen the world, ierv'd a ſpend- 
thrift, heard myſelf called raſcal, and III 
now jog bock again acroſs the Tweed, 
and lay my bones amongſt my kindred in 
the Iſle of Skey; they're all that will be 
left 25 me vy then I reach the _ 


. Is JeunNEssE 2 114 al 
| La Jeu: Ah! dere he ſtand, le pauvre 


Colin in diſgrace! Ha! ha! ha! quelle 
| P 4 ſpeQacle! 
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ſpectacle! Ma foi, I muſt have one little 


vord wid him at parting - Monſieur le Fi- 
nancier, courage; I am inform my Lord 
have ſign your lettre de cachet: vat of 
dat? the air of Scotland will be for your 
healt; England is not a country for les 


beaux eſprits; de pure air of de High- | 


lands will give you de grands appetit for 

de bonny clabber. | 

Colin. Take your jeſt, Maſter French“ 

man, at my countrymen an' welcome; 

the de'il a jet ane made of you laſt 

War. I[Erit. 
La Jeu. ves, you are all 3 enough 


at war, but none of you know how to be 


at EE 10k; e e 
An Apartment in MoRTIMER'S Hoiiſe. © 


MonTIMER, AUBREY, and N a- 
PTHALI. 


| | More. And. theſe are all the motiey 
dealings you have had with Lord Abber- 
ville? 

| Napth. Thar i is the amount of his lebes 
the bonds and ne are in e e 
more's hands. 

Mort. Vou ſee your money hes not pt 
in Bridgemore's keeping; your conſign- 
ment, Mr. Aubrey, is put to pretty good 
intereſt. [Mortimer n over his papers. 

15772 | Napth. 
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* org * Jorg name 1. 
may Laſk? of fs 

Aub. It is. | 
Nuaptb. Hay you had any dealings with 

Mr. Bridgemore? | | 

Aab. To my coft. i ERP 

Napth. Did you can ign him merchan- 
dize from Seanderoon? 

Aub. I am the 255 who was guilty of 
that folly. 

Napth. Btidgemore I believe, thought 

ou was dead. 
Aub. I take for granted he would gladly 
have me ſo But do vou! know any thing 
of that confienment? 

Napth. Heh! Do I know of it? 1 had 
better make a friend of bims, 'tis up with 
Bridgemore fait; there is no ſenſes in 
ſerving him any longer. [ Afede. J Why 
you ſhall know, Sir, I was Bridgemore's 

roker for your merchandize: here is the 
abſtract of the net proceeds. [Gives paper 
to Aubrey, who peruſes it ſome time:] | 

Mort. That's lucky as T live; I ſee an 
honeſt man never can want weapons to 
defeat a knave And pray, Sir, what 
might be your profit on this ſale; double 
commiſſion for a breach of truſt; that is 
the rule of the trade I think. add 

- Napth. I work'as others; I seeking 
below market - pricde. 
AY Mort. 
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Mort. You're right, Sir; twou'd be 
reds many an honeſt family, if you 


made roguery too cheap But get you 


gone together to my library; I obſerve a 
perſon coming who will interrupt you. 
Hark'e, Mr. W bf have an 8. to our 


Jew. 


accuſtom d to their dealings. 
Exit with Napthali, 


Doctor Drwvid: enters. 


Dr. Druid. Save you, Sir, ſave you; 
is it true 1 pray you that a learned Gentle- 
man, a traveller but Juft arrived, is now 
with you? 

Mort, There is a 'erſon under that 
deſcription in my + 5. Ber A 

Dr. Druid. May he be _ be e Lows 
May he be talk'd with? What has he 
brought home? Is he well ſtor'd with 
oriental curioſities?s 

Mort. Faith, Sir, indifferently walls he 
has brought a conſiderable parcel of en- 
dried bricks from the ruins of antient Ba- 
bylon; a heavy collection of ores from 
the mines of Siberia, and a pretty large 
cargo of common ſalt en the banks of 
the Caſpian. © a 

Dr. Druid. ineſtimable! 


Mort. Oh, Sir, mere ballaſt. 73H 
FR. Dr. 


Aub. Truſt him to me: Tm pretty ou 
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Dr. Druid. Ballaſt indeed ; and what 
diſcoveries does he draw from all theſe? 

Mort. Why, he has difcovered that the 
bricks are nor fit for building; the mines 
not worth the working, and the ſalt not 
good for preſerving: in ſhort, Doctor, 
he has no taſte for theſe trifles; he has 
made the human heart his ſtudy; he loves 
his own ſpecies, and does not care if the 
whole race of butterflies was extinC&. I 


Dr. Druid. Yes, putterflies— tis in my 
mind, d'ye ſee, what you have ſaid about 
my putterſlies: tis upon my memory z 
but no matter —your ſtudies, Mr. Morti- 
mer, and mine, are wide aſunder.—Bur. 
go on—reform the world, you'll find it a 
rough taſk; I am content to take i it As 1 
find It. | 


Mort. While the ſun ebe HA 
carry: a candle; how will that light them, 
who travel in the night? Away with ſuch 
philoſophers, here comes an honeſt man, 
and that's a character worth ten on't.— 
[CoL1xN enters.] So, Colin, what's the 
news with you? If Pm to augur from your 
countenance, , ſomething goes wrong at 
your houſe. 


Colin. Troth, Sir, no mighty matter; 
only Laird Abberville has turn'd away a 
troubleſome fellow, who bore your Tos 
nour grete gude will. 
Mark. 
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Mort. What is't you tell me? Is my 
Lord determined upon ruin, that he puts 
away the only honeſt man belonging to 
him? 

Dr. Druid. By this coot 6." oh and © Ras 
3s s well remember'd; look'e, I've got your 
wages: come, hold out your hand. 

Colin. Excuſe me, I'll ha' none on't. 

. Dr. Druid. No wages? Why tis all 


coot money; tis in full. What, man, 


think better on't: you'll want it when 
you get to Scotland, ten to one elſe. 
Colin.” Like enow, but by my ſol I 
touch na ſiller; he has geen a title to me, 
which I hanna merited, Heay'n knows, 
nor ever ſhall. 
Mort What title has he given you? 
Colin. Saving your preſence, it ha' 


1 my Laird to ſay, I am a raſcall; 
ut 11 na wear a raſcall's wages in a Scot- 


tiſh pouch: de'il o' my ſoul, Fd ſooner 


eat my ſtroud for famine. 

Mort. I think thou woud'ſt, bur wait a 
whils with patience; this raſh young 
man's affairs preſs to a criſis; I have yet 
one effort more to make, which if it fails 
I {hall take leave of him as w ell as you. 


Jarvis enters. = 
five Sud Abberville; 4 deſires to 


ſpeak with you. LEW hne * 


r. 
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Mort. That's well. Colin, go you witl 

honeſt Jarvis. Doctor, for once kel 83 

unite our ſtudies in this cauſe ; come you 
with me; if my advice can reſcue your 
unhappy pupil from a courſe of guilty oc- 
cupations, your philoſophy may furniſſi 
harmleſs ones to fill their place: make 
haſte; make rey here c come e Bridge - 
morn 2 Face Leun. 
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e Pleaſe to walk in here; my maker 
will wait upon you immediately. 


Bridge, Nobody here!—Hark'e, | friend, ; 
I] expected to meet a ſtranger; a Gentle- 


man juſt landed from Scanderoon. Know 


you of ſuch a one? 
Serv. He is now in the REL . 


Lac. And Mr. There, Sir, is He: at 


home? 
Serv. He is; chey boch will wait addis 
you preſently. | Exit. 


Bridge. That's well, that's well; as for 
old ſurly-boots we cou'd well ſpare his 
company; 'tis a ſtrange dogged fellow, 
arid execrated by all mankind. _ 

Mrs. Bridge. Thank Heaven, he is a 
man one ſeldom meets; I little thought 
of ever ſetting foot in his houſe: I hope 
the ſavage won't grow ceremonious ay 

return the viſit. oy 


-_ 
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Luc. Ualeſs he brings his nephew in 
his Mac. 0 


* % 
SV Þ in, 
* 


Mon: MER enters. 


Mort. Ladies , you do me honour. Mr. 
Bridgemore, you come here 158 a me- 
lancholy errand | 

Bridge. True, Sir, but death you know 
is common to all men; I look'd to meet a 
Gentleman here — this is all loſt time. 
Mort. True; therefore, before he 
comes, let us fill it up with ſomething 
more material: I have a buſineſs to pro- 
pole to you, which I conſider as my 
own. You muſt know, Sir, I've a ne- 
phew— 

Bu. idge. Mr. Tyrrel I ſuppoſe? 

Mort. The ſame. 


Mrs. Bridge. Mind that, Luey, he i 


opening his commiſſion. 

Luc. Law, Ma'am, you. ue: me into 
ſuch a flutter— | 
Mort. There is a certain Lady, Mr. 
Bridgemore, whom, on this occaſion, you 
muſt father. 
Bridge. How redious he is! Coudn't 
he as well have nam'd my daughter ?— 
Well, Sir, what are your eben 
from that Lady? 

Mort. Nay , nothing bur what you can 


readily ſupply: I know no good thing 


e ſtands i in want of, but a fortune. 
Br tage, 
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Bridge. Well, and who doubts but on 
a proper occaſion 1 ſhall give her one? 
Ay, and a- tolerable fortune tac, Mr. 
Rartiwer: as times go. | 

Mort. The fortune you was to have 
given my ward, Lord Abberville, will 
juſt ſoffice: I think the ſum was. honed 
einen pounds. 

Bridge. Why you . out at once. 

Mort. That's ever been my cuſtom; I 
abominate long ſleepy er n life 
dan't allow of em. 

; Bridge. But I hear nothing on your 
part Mr. Tyrrel, as I take it, is wholly 
dependant on your bounty—beſides, ate 
fairs, as I conceive, are yet ſcarce.ripe. 

Luc. Indeed, papa, you re 1760 much 
0 Ha 4 | 

Mrs. Bridge. Why really, Mr. Ainrtt⸗ 
mer, the parties ſhou'd at leaſt be ſuffer'd 
to conſult each other's inclinations. | 
Mort. By all means; let em ſpeak for 
themſelves: tis their own cauſe, and they 
will plead it beſt: hark'e, come in: e 
tlieſe are the parties. 


'Tynner, and Miſs AUBREY enter. 


Luc. Ah! 
Mort. What ails you; have you od 
upon a thorn? 
Mes. Bridge. Aſtoniſhing aſlurance! au. 
Zuſta here? 
Mort. to 
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Mort. Ves: Francis Tyrrel and Auguſta 
Aubrey. Do the names offend you? 
Look at the parties, are they not well 
match'd? Examine them, they'll tell you 


they're _— _ thall forbid their 


union? 20 

Luc. Who cares about it? If Mr. Tyr- 
rel and the Lady are agreed, that's enough: 
I ſuppoſe it is not neceſſary. ore us to be 
preſent at the ceremony. 
Bridge. Ay, Sir, I pray you, where's 
the occaſion for us to be call'd in, becauſe 
your nephew: chuſes to take up with an 
uaworthy girl, that I once «ker d upon 
charity? 


Tyr. Hold your audacious tongue: let 


conſcience keep you ſilent. 

Aug. Huſh, huſh! you frighten me; 
pray be compos'd; ; and let me own that 
no injuſtice, no ſeverity can wholly cancel 
what I owe to Mr. Bridgemore for his 
paſt protection, and that {hare of educa- 
tion he allow'd me; but when he puts 
this to the account of charity, he takes a 
virtue foreign to his heart, and only ag- 
gravates the ſhame that's falling on him. 


Mrs. Bridge. Is the man thunder-ſtruck * 


why don't you anſwer? 
Mort. Charity keeps him ſilent. 

Luc. Come let's be gone: her words 
have daggers in 8 and her looks have 
N Be 2444 2 
Aug. 


ag 
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* Ang. Before you go, Miſs Bridgemore, 
ſuffer me to aſk, when you related Lord 
Abberville's e e to Mr. Tyrrel, 
why you ſuppreſs'd the evidence of your 
own maid,” who conducted him into _ 
chamber? 

Luc. Miſs Aubrey, if it ever is your 
fate to have a rival, you will find an 
anf wer to that 3 

[ Exit with Mrs. a ee 

. Mort. Hold; you and I, Sir, muſt not 
part. [To Bridgemore as he is going. 

Bridge. Well, Sir, your pleaſure? 
Aug. I ſuffer for him; ; this is a ſcene I 
wiſh not to be preſent at. Exit. 

Tyr. Well, Mr. Bridgemore, you that 
harbour'd my Auguſta upon charity, I 
Mall leave my uncle to diſcharge my obli- 
gations ro you on that + together 
with his own. 0 Ex. 

Mort. Well, Sir, we're now alone; and 


* it needs mal be that one of us ſhall. 


come to ſhame, tis well we are ſo. It is 
thought I am a hard unfeeling man; let it 
be ſo: you ſhall have juſtice notwith- 
ſtanding: innocence requires no more. 
You are accus'd; defend yourſelf. 

Bridge. Accus'd of whats and who is 
my accuſer? _, 

Mort. A man; and you ſhall face him 
like a man. Who waits? [A Servant 
enters. ] Deſire the ſtranger to come hither, 
{ Exit Servant, ] Fear nothing; we're 

Vol. III. 2 enough 
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enough to try this queſtion; where the 
human heart is preſent, and the appeal is 
made to Heaven, no jury need be ſum- 
moned. Here is a ſtranger has the con- 
fidence to ſay that your pretenſions to 
charity are falſe: nay, he arraigns your 
honeſty; a charge injurious to any man, 
but mortal to a trader, and levell d at the 
vital root of his profeſſion. 

Bridge. Ay, tis the Turky 1 
ſuppoſe; let him come in; I know upon 
what ground I ſtand , "IE am afraid of no 
man living ; 

Mort. [of de.] We Mal try that. Do 
you Know this Gentleman? NN 


AUBREY enters. 

Bridge. | ſtarting. | Aubrey! 
Aub. Thou wrercht 

Bridge. He lives! - 

Aub. To thy confuſion— Raisd by 
the bounty of my family, is this your 
gratitude? When in the bitrerneſs of my 
diſtreſs J put an infant daughter in your 
hands, 'the laſt weak ſcyon of a noble 
ſtock, was it to rob me you received her; 
to plunder and defraud an helpleſs orphan, 
as you thought her, and riſe upon the 
ruins of your bene factor's fortune? 

Bridge. Oh! I am trepan'd! How ſhall 
T look my wife and daughter 3 in the face! 


e 1 | _ 


PT, 
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Aub. Where have you lodg'd the money 


T depoſited with you ar parting? I find 


my daughter deſtitute: what have you 
done with the remittances I ſent from 
time to time? But above all, where is the 
produce of the Neptune's cargo? Villain, 
look here, I have the proofs; this is the 
abſtract of the ſale; if you diſpute it, I 
am here provided with a witneſs, your 
Jew broker, ready at hand to atteſt it to 
your face. 
- Bridge. Expoſe me not; I will refund 
to the laſt farthing: I diſpute warnings 
call him nor 1n. 

Mort: There's no occaſion for witneſſes 
when a man pleads guilty. 


Miſs Aun n E V enters and throws berſelf 
on her knees to her Father. 


Aug. Dear Sir, upon my knees I do be- 
ſeech you mitigate your ſeverity; it is my 
firſt petition; he's detected, let his con- 
ſcience add the reſt. & | 
Aub. Riſe my beloved child, it ſhall = 
ſo. There, Sir, your pardon be your 
puniſhment; it was my money only you 
attempted, my choiceſt treaſure you have 
left untouch'd: now go and profit by this 
meeting: I will not expoſe you: learn of 
your fraternity a more honourable prac- 


tice; and let integrity for ever remain 


the inſeparable characteriſtic of an Engln 


merchant. 


b i Q 2 gen 
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"Mort. Sees ve another point to ſettle 
ith you; you're a creditor of Lord Ab- 
berville's: I find you've pur Miſs Aubrey's 
money to extraordinary intereſt: Jarvis, 
ſhew this Gentleman into my library, 
you'll find a oO there Will fertle your 
accounts. 2 

Bridge. I think you've pretty well done 


hen already ——A fine vilit truly I have 
made on't; and a fine reception J ſhall 
meer at home. - 24 [ Exit, 


Aub. So! This uneaſy buſineſs: paſt, let 
us now turn to happineſs : where is your 
nephew? 

Mort. Conferring with Ded Abberville. 

Aug. Lord Abberville! Vou frighten me. 
Mort. Fear nothing; you will find him 
a new man; a deep inciſion has let out 
the diſorder; and I hope a healthy regi- 
men in time will heal the wound; in 
Mort I can't be idle; and now Frank is off 
my hands, I've once more undertaken to 
ſer this ricketty babe of quality upon his 
legs—Oh, here he comes; why this is as 
It Thould be; now you look like friends. 


Lord ABBERVILLE and Mr. Tyn- 
REL, | 

L. 4th. May we be ever ſv! O, Mor- 

timer, I bluſh to look upon that Lady; 

your reproofs I bore with fome compo- 

ſure; bur merhinks was ſhe to chide me, 


I ſhould fink with ſhame. 
Aug. 
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ug. You've nothing, my Lord Abber- 


cm to apprehend from Was I ſhould be 


loth to give an interruption. to your dap 
pineſs in the height of my -m. 
Aub. Give me thy hand, Auguſta 
In the hope that I was labouring for thy 
ſake, and in thy perſon that I ſhould 
reſtore the proſtrate fortunes of an ancient; 
houſe, I have toiled on through eighteen 
years of weariſome adventure: crown'd; 
with ſucceſs, I now at length return, and 
find my daughter all my fondeſt hope 
could repreſent; but paſt experience 
makes me provident: I would ſecure my 
treaſure; 1 would beſtow it now in faith- 
ful hands What ſay you, Sir, will you 
accept the charge? T Tyrrel.] \ 
Tyr. Yes, and will bear it ever in my 
ſight, watch over it with unremitting 
love, and guard it with my life. * N 
Aub. What ſays my child, my dear Au- 
guſta? But I read her looks- —Bleſt be 
you both! Nie 3A YL ane 
Mort. Amen, fay l. 0 Die an | Hi 
to the age; and when I read the liſt of 
marriages; as I do that of burials, with a 
ſigh, let me have this to ſay, that there 
was one example of felicity. 9955 
L. Alb. O, Frank, tis hard to ſpeak 
the word, bur you deſerve her; yours is 
the road to happineſs: I have been loſt in 
error, but I ſhall trace your 9 00 , and 
preſs to overtake you. | 
G7 | Mort. 
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Mort. Why that's well ſaid; there 
ſpoke your father from within you: now 


begone; fly to the altars of your country 


lares; viſit that nurfe of contemplation, 
ſolitude; and while you range your 
groves, that ſhook at every rattle of the 
dice, aſk of your 2 ap wy you was 

a gameſter. 51 

TL. Abb. I've been a nf 1 have 
loſt an humble faithful friend, whoſe 
ſervices would be invaluable. 

Mort. Why ay, your Highlander, your 
poor Macleod; our plan muſt ſtop with- 
out his help; I'm but a projector, he 
muſt execute - but there likewiſe I Can 
ſerve you. 

L. Abb. O Mortimer, how much have 
J miſtaken thee! 

Mort. Come, come, "IgA my Cds, 


Fo an untoward fellow, and ſtand as much 


in need of a erz as any of you all. 


Dodtor D RUID enters hefty followed by 
at : 5e O L IN. 5 


| dal Druid. Tutor me een » 
me! Pray, Gentlemens, bear witneſs: 
Maſter Colins here a proper teacher of the 
dialects, d'ye fee, and e rep of 
the Engliſh tongue? 
Colin. Why not? Is there not Duncan 
Roſs of Aberdeen that lactures twice a 
week in oratory at the Seven Dials? And 
does not Sawney Ferguſon, a couſin of 
SIO „ mine 
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mine aun, adminiſter the , Engliſh lan- 
guage in its utmoſt elegance at  Amfterr 
dam? | 

Dr. Druid. Bear witneſs; I .that | is all I 
oy „bear witneſs. 

Mort. We do: there is not « one 9 
us, Doctor, but can witneſs to ſome 
noble act of Colin's; and we would not 
wound his harmleſs vanity, for "ny bribe 
that you can offer. 

L. Abb. Colin, I've door: you, wrong; 
but I was not myſelf; be you no worſe a 
ſervant than you have been, and you 
ſhall find henceforward I will be a better 
maſter. 

Colin. Im n an 7 negle& 
Vourſall na more than I ſhall do, things 

will gang well enow. : 

Tyr. I muſt apologize to Colin too; 
like, my Lord Abberville, I was nat my- 
ſelf when I rebuff'd you on the buſineſs of 
Miſs Aubrey's letter. 

Colin. Say no more, Maiſter Tyrrel; 
tis not for a mon to reſent the pertneſs of 
a child, or the petulance of a lover. 
Hug. But what ſhall I ſay to him? 

bete ſhall I find words to thank him as 

I oughr? EE 

Aub. I father all your obligations; 'twas - 
not you bur me his bounty fav'd. 

L. Abb. Hold, Sir; in point of obliga- 
tion, I ſtand firſt. By how much there is 


more diſzrace in doing than in ſuffering a a 
Q 4 violen- 


Wies by Try ala 1 am "Hors! his 
debtor 'rhan'you al. 
Colin. Ecod, and that is true ws 
Heaven ſends misfortune; but the de il 
ſends miſchief. 
Dr. Druid. Well, Ade! Colins, all ; is 
paſt. and over; you have' got your place 
again, and all is well. "Coor now, let me 
admoniſh you for the future to be quiet 
and hear reaſon; moderare your choler 
and your paſſions and your partialities: it 
is not for a clown like you to prattle and 
diff pute with mez ; in n fait Iker Would know 
I's od 1 ee, 

Mort. Come, come, tis you ide ſhould 
know better; in tis poor Highlander, 
the force of prejudice has m_ plea, be- 
cauſe he is a clown; but a citizen 
that ſhould be of the world, -Whbſe hearr, 

hiloſophy and travel, might have open'd, 
thou'd know better than to join the c 
with thoſe, whoſe charity, like the limi- 
tation of a brief, ſtops ſhort at Berwick, 
and never circulates beyond the Tweed: 
By Heaven, Pd rather weed out one ſuch 
unmanly prejudice from the hearts of my 
connttymen, than add another r 1 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


MEN. 
SHARP, the Lying JusTICE GUTTIE, 
Valet, BEAU TRIPPET, 


GAYLESS,” | _* Drox: 


K 


WOMEN. 
MELISSA, A Mrs. Gap ABOUx, 


KI TY Pry, Mrs. TRIP Y Ex. 


THE 
LYING VALET: 


85 2 


"ACT: T7 SCENE” * 
%R E388 Lodgisgt. 
en GaAvLEss and SWany. 


ow, Sir! hall my mar- 
Sts; L ried To- morrow? Eh, Fm 
afraid yon jan, With n er humble 
Servant.? x: JE 

Gay. I tell 0 Ae laſt Night Me- 
Ida conſented, / and: fixed Te- memo for 
_ happ PPY* Day. | 

Sharp. elt re ad, Sir, n it. 
cabs ha been a dreadful one for us in 
our 2 Condition: All your Money 
ſpent; you Moyeables, ſold; your Ho- 
nour almoſh s . and your humble Ser- 
vant almoſt ftar we could not poſ- 
ſibly have ood it it to Days longer 
But if this young Lady will- marry you 
and relieve us, o' my Conſcience FH turn 
Friend to the Sex, rail no more at Ma- 
trimony, but curſe the Wanne 20 think 
5 a Wile myſelf. 5 


Gay. 


—— 
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Gay. And yet, Sharp, when TI think 
how I have impoſed upon her, I am almoſt 
relolv'd to throw myſelf at her Feet, tell 
her the real Situation of my Affairs, aſk 
ber Pardon, and implore her Pity. 

Sharp. After Marriage with all my 
Here, Sir; but don't let your Conſcience 
and Hongur ſo far get the better of your 
Poverty and good Senſe, as to rely on ſo 
great Uncertainties as a fine Lady's Mercy 
and Good-nature. 

Gay. I know her generous Temper; and 
am almoſt perſuaded to rely upon it: 
What, becanſe I am Poor, mall! abandon 
ny Honour? 

Sharp. Yes, you muſe; Sir, or FRE TM 
me: So, pray, diſcharge one of us; for 
eat I muſt, and ſpeedily too: and you 
know very well that! Honour of yours, 
will neither introduce you to a great 
Man's Table, nor ger me Credit for a 
ſingle Nef⸗ Ste! ad idfuigg 
| © Gay. What can Ido? 9 

Sharp. Nothing, n * icke 
in your Throne: "Do Sulp, Maſter, and 
down with it. 

Gay. Prithee leave me to my Thoughts: 

Sharp. Leave you! No, not in ſuch bad 
Company, Flt atture vow! Why you mult 
certainly be a very great Philoſopher; Sir, 
to moralize- and declaim ſo charmingly, 


as 3 do, about Honour and Conſcience; 


when 


oy ny} — 7 — pA | hy A We. * 
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when your Doors are beſet with Bailiffs, 
and not one ſingle Guinea in ee en 
to bribe the Villains. TOS 
Gay. Don't be witty, and give your 
Advice, Sirrah | 

_ Sharp. Do you be wilt me whe it, 
Si. But to be ſerious, you certainly 
have ſpent your Fortune, and our-liv'd 
your Credit, as your Pockets and my 
Belly can teſtify: Lour Father has dit- 
own'd you; all your Friends forſook you, 
except myſelf, who am ſtarving wirh you. 
Now, Sir, if you marry this young Lady, 
Who as yet, thank Heaven, knows no- 
thing of your Misfortunes, and by that 


means procure a better Fortune than that 


you ſquander'd away, make a good Huſ- 
band, and turn Oeconomiſt; you ſtill may 
be happy may ſtill be Sir William's Heir, 
and the Lady too no Loſer by the Bars 


gain: There's Reaſon and Argument, Sir. 
Gay. Twas with that Proſpect ] firſt & 


made Love to her; and though my For- 
tune has been ill ſpent, 1 As at leaſti 
purchaſed Diſcretion with it. 

Sharp. Pray then convince me of chat, 
Sir, and make no more Objections to the 
Marriage: Vou ſee I am reduced to my 
Waiſtcoat already; and when Neceſſity 
has undreſs'd me from Top to Toe, the 
muſt begin with you; and then we ſhall 


yy forced to keep Houſe and die by 
0 Inches. 


— ———̃ — — 


— EA CE EINE 
— ern > 2 un 4 


, r 4 — — 
—- OG ein = —— 2 l WI. 


— 


— 


— 


— 


0 


254 TneEtLyinGVALErt. 


Inches. Look you, Sir, if you won't re- 
ſolve to take my Advice, while vou have 
one Coat to your Back, I muſt een take 
to my Heels while I have Strength to run, 
and ſomething to cover me: So, Sir, 
withing you much Comfort and Conſola- 
tion with your bare Conſcience,' I am 
your moſt obedient and half: ſtarv d Friend 
and Servant. I[Going. 

Gay. Hold, Sharp, you won't leave 
me. | 
. Sharp. I mp eat, Sie byr my Honour 
and Appetite I muſt! 

Gay. Well then, I am reſoly'd to favour 
the Cheat, and as I ſhall quite change my 
former Courſe of Life, happy may be 
the Conſequences: At leak of this I am 
fſure——— 

Sharp. That you can't be worſe than 
you are at preſent. 

Cay. [4 Knocking without. ho 5 
there? 

Sharp. Some of your Fender good 
Friends, who favour'd you, with Money 
at fifty per Cent. and helped you to ſpend 
it; and are now become daily Momen- 
to's to you of the Folly of truſting Ro- 
gues, following Whores, and laughing 
at my Advice. 

Gay. Ceaſe your Impertinence! to the 
Door! if they are Duns, tell em my 
Mirage! is now certainly fix d, and per- 
8 | ſuade 


3 
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ſuade em ſtill to forbear a few Days 


longer, and keep my Circumſtances a 
Secret for _ Sakes as wen as my 
own. ; 

Shar; P. 0 never Tour 4 it, Sir; they ſtill 
have ſo much Friendſhip for you, not to 
deſire your Ruin to their own Diſad- 
vantage. | 

Gay. And do vou er Sharp, if it 
ſhou'd be any body from Meliſſa, ſay I 
am not at home, leſt the bad Appearance 
we make here ſhould make em fuſpet 
ſomething to our Diſadvantage. 

Sharp. I'll obey you, Sir;—bur I am 
afraid they will eaſily diſcover the con- 
ſumptive Situation of our Affairs by my 
chop- fallen Countenance. [Exit SHARP. 
Gay. Theſe very Raſcals who are now 
continually dunning and perſecuting me, 
were the very Perſons who led me to my 
Ruin, partook of my Proſperity, and pro- 
feſs'd the greareſt Friendſhip. : 

Sharp. [without] Upon my Word, Mrs. 
Kitty, my Maſter's not at home. 

Kitty. [without.] Lookee, Sharp, I muſt 
and! will fee nimm 

Gay. Ha, what do 1 hear? Meliſſi's 
Maid! Whar has brought her here? My 
Poverty has made her. my Enemy too 
She is certainly come with no good Intent 
No Friendſhip there, without Fees— 
She's coming up! Stairs. What 8 1 
| 0': 


W 
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411 get into this Cloſet 'and 
nN nene mm 8. AYLES S. 


0 Enter Kr and Kirrv. 1 
Kitty. * muſt know where he is, and 
will know too, Mr. Impertinence ! 
Sharp. Not of me you won't. 14 22 
He's not within, I rell you, Mrs. Kitty; 
1 don t knozy myſelf: Do you think I can 
eon ure, 


Kitty. Bur I 8 you will lye abomin- 


ably ; therefore don't-trifle with me, I 
come from my Miſtreſs; Meliſſa; you 
know, I ſuppoſe, what's to be done To- 


morrow Morning? 


2 Sharp, * ang. To-morrow Night too, 
We! 5-7 1 

Kitty. Not if I can help it. [Aſide] ] 
hut come where is your- Maſter? 
for ſee him I muſt. 

Sharp. Pray, Mrs. Kitty, what's wut 
Opinion of this March between my n 
and your Miſtreſs? 15; % 

Kitty. Why 1e! no Opinion of i it at 
all; and yet moſt of our Wants will be 
reliev'd by it too: For inſtance now, your 
Maſter will get a Fortune, that's what I'm 
afraid he wants; my Miſtreſs will get a 
Huſband, that's what ſhe has wanted for 
ſome met Vou will have the Pleaſure of 


my Converſation, and I an Opportunity 


of 


ny ” 
U 9 
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of breaking your Head for your Imper- 
rinence. - | | 

Sharp. Madam, I'm _— moſt humble 
Servant! But T'll tell you what, Mrs. 
Kitty, I am poſitively againſt the Match; 
for, was I a Man of my Maſter's For- 
rune 

Kitty. You'd marry if you cou'd and 
mend it. Ha, ha, ha! Pray, Sharp, 
where does your Maſter's Eſtate lie? 

Gay. Oh the Devil! what a Queſtion 
was there! Aide. 

Sharp. Lie, lie! why it lies—faith, I 
can't name any particular Place it lies in 
ſo many: His Effects are divided, ſome 
here, ſome there; his Steward hardly 
knows himſelf. 

Kitty. Scatter'd, ſcatter'd, I ſuppoſe. 
But harkee, Sharp, what's become of 
your Furniture? You ſeem to be a little 
bare here ar preſent. 

Gay. What, has Mo found out that 
too? [Aſide. 

Sharp. Why, you ind know, as ſoon 
as the Wedding was fixed, my Maſter or- 
der d me to remove his Goods into a 
Friend's Houſe, to make room for a Ball 
which he deſigns to give here the Day 
after the Marriage. 

Kitty. The luckieſt Thing in the 
World! for my Miſtreſs deſigns to have a 
Ball and Entertainment here to· night be- 

Vo L. III. R fore 
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Fore the Marriage; and that's my Buſineſs 
with your Maſter. 
Sharp. The Devil it is! [AV 1 
Kitty. She'll not have it publick, ſhe 
deſigns to invite only eight or ten Couple 
of Friends. 

Sharp. No more? 

Kitty. No more: And ſhe order d me 
to defire your Maſter not to make a great 

Entertainment. | | 

Sharp. Oh, never fear 

Kitty. Ten or a Dozen little nice 
Things, with ſome Fruit, I believe, will 
be enough i in all Conſcience. 


Sharp. Oh, curſe your Conſcience! 
[Afrde. 


Kitty. And what do you think I have 


done of my own Head? 

_ Sharp. What? 

Kitty. J have invited all my Lord Sta- 
tely's Servants to come and ſee you, and 
have a Dance in the Kitchen: Won't your 
Maſter be ſurpriz'd ? | 

Sharp. Much ſo indeed! 

Kitty. Well, be quick and find out 
your Maſter, and make what Haſte you 
can with your Preparations: You have no 
Time to loſe. Prithee, Sharp, what's 
the matter with you? I have not ſeen you 
for ſome time, and you ſeem to look a 
little thin, > 

a Sharp. 
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Sharp. Oh my unfortunate Face! [Afide.] 
I'm in pure good Health, thank you, 
Mrs. Kitty; and Fit aſſure you, I have a 
very good Stomach, never better in all 
my Life, and I am as full of Vigour, 
_ Huſly! [Offers to kiſs her.] 

Kitty. What, with that Face! well, 
bye, bye, [ going]. oh, Sharp, what 
ill-looking Fellows are thoſe, were ſtand- 
ing about your Door when I came in? 
They want your Maſter roo, I ſuppoſe. 

Sharp. Hum! Yes, they are waiting for 
him.—They are ſome of his Tenants out 
of the Country that want to pay him 

ſome Money. 

Kitty. Tenants! What, do you let his 
Tenants ſtand in the Street? _ 

Sharp. They chuſe it; as they ſeldom 
come to Town, they are willing to fee as 
much of it as they can, when "they do; 
they are raw, ignorant, honeſt People. 

Kitty. Well, I muſt run home, farewel! 
Bur do you hear? Get ſomething ſub- 
ſtantial for us in the Kitchen—a Ham, a 
Turkey, or what you will—We'll be very 
merry; and be ſure remove the Tables 
and Chairs away there too, that we may 
have room to dance: I can't bear to be 
confined in my French Dances; tal, lal, 
lal, [dancing.] Well, adieu! Without any 
Compliment, 1 ſhall die if I don't fee you 
ſoon. 0 [Exit KITTY. 

R 2 Sharp. 
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Sharp. And without any Compliment, 
I pray e you may ! 


© 


# Enter GAYLESS. 


[ They look for ſome Time ſorr en at each 
_-._other.] 


Gay. Oh, Sharp! 

Sharp. Oh Maſter! 

Gay. We are certainly undbne! 5 

Sharp. That's no News to me. 

Gay. Eight or ten Couple of Dancers 
ten or a dozen little nice Diſhes, with 
ſome Fruit—my Lord Stately's Servants, 
Ham and Turkey ! 

Sharp. Say no more; the very Sound 
creates an Appetite: And I am ſure of 
late I have had no Occaſion for Whetters 
and Provocatives. 

p Gay. Curs'd Misfortune! What can we 

0 

Sharp. Hang u e 1 e no other 
Remedy: Except you have a Receipt to 
give a Ball and a Supper without Meat 
or Muſick. 

Gay. Meliſſa has certainly beved of my 
bad Circumſtances, and has invented this 
Scheme to diſtreſs me, and break off the 
| March. | 

Sharp. I don't believe it, Sir; begging 
your Pardon. 

Gay. 
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Gay. No, why did her Maid then make 
ſo ſtrict an Enquiry into my Fortune and 
Affairs? 

Sharp. For two very ſubſtantial Reaſons; ; 
the firlt to ſatisfy a Curioſity, natural to 
her as a Woman; the ſecond, to have 
the Pleaſure of my Converſation, very na- 
tural to nher as a Woman of Taſte and 
Underſtanding. . 

Gay. Prithee be more ſerious: Is not 
our All at ſtake? — 
Sharp. Ves, Sir: And yet that All of 
ours is of ſo little Conſequence, that a 
Man, with a very ſmall Share of Philoſo- 
phy, may part from it without much 
Pain or Uneaſineſs. However, Sir, Il 
convince you in half an Hour, that Mrs. 
Meliſſa knows nothing of your Circum- 
ſtances, and Fll tell you what too, Sir, 
ſhe ſhan't be here to-night, and yet you 

Mall marry her to-morrow Morning. 

Gay. How, how, dear Sharp! 

Sharp. Tis here, here, Sir! Warm, 
warm, and Delays will cool it; therefore 
I'll away to her, and do you be as merry 
as Love and Poverty will permit you. 


Would you fe wcceed, a faithful Friend 
| depute, 


Whoſe Head can plan, and Mor can 
execute. 


R 3 I am 
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I am the Man, and I hope you neither 

diſpute my Friendſhip or Qualification. 
Gay. Indeed I don't. Prithee be gone, 
Sharp. I fly. IeErxeunt. 


SC ENE, MELISssA's Lodgings. 
Enter MELISSA and KITT. 
Miel. You ſurpriſe me, Kitty! the 


Maſter not at home! the Man in Confu- 
ſion! no Furniture in the Houſe! and ill- 
looking Fellows about the Doors! Tis 
all a Riddle. 
| Kitty. But very eaſy to be explain'd. 
Mel. Prithee explain it then, nor keep 
me longer in Suſpence. 


Kitty. The Affair is this, Madam, Mr. 


Gayleſs is over Head and Ears in Debt; 
you are over Head and Ears in Love; 
you'll marry him To-morrow, the next 
Day, your whole Fortune goes to his 
Creditors, and you and your Children are 
to live comfortably upon the Remainder. 
Mel. I cannot think him baſe. 

Kitty. But I know they are all baſe— 
You are very young, and very ignorant of 
the Sex; I am young too, but have more 
Experience? You never was in Love be- 
fore; I have been in Love with an hun- 
dred, and try'd em all; and know em to 
be a Parcel of barbarous, perjured, de- 
Og; bewitching Devils. 

N. 
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Mel. The low Wretches you have had 
to do with, may anſwer the CharaQer you 
give em; but Mr. Gayleſs 

Kitty. Is a Man, Madam. 
Mel. I hope ſo, Kirry, or [ would have 
* to do with him. 
Kitty. With all my Heart have given 
ou my Sentiments upon the Occaſion, 
and ſhall leave you to your own Inclina- 
tions. _ 
Mel. Oh, Madam, I am much obliged 
to you for your great Condeſcenſion, ha, 
ha, ha! However, I have ſo great a Re- 
gard for your Opinion, that had I certain 
Proofs of his Villainy 
Kitty. Of his Poverty you may have a 
hundred: I am ſure I have had none to 
the contrary. 
Mel. Oh, there the Shoe inches... 
[ Afede. 
Kitty. Nay, ſo far from giving me the 
uſual Perquiſites of my Place, he has not 
ſo much as kept me in Temper with little 
endearing Civilities; and one might rea- 
ſonably expect when a Man is deficient in 
one Way, that he ſhould make it up in 
another. [ Knocking without. 
Mel. See who's at the Door. [ Exit 
KIT v. ] { muſt be cautious how 1 
hearken too much to this Girl: Her bad 
Opinion of Mr. Gayleſs ſeems to ariſe 


from his Diſregard of her. —— 
R 4 1 
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Enter SHARP and KITTY. 


So, Sharp; have you found your Maſter > 


Will Things be ready for the Ball and 
Entertainment? 


Sharp. To your Wiſhes, talen 1 


have juſt now beſpoke the Muſick and 
Supper, and wait now for yorr Lady- 
Thip's farther Commands. 
Mel. My Compliments to your Maſter, 
and let him know I and my Company 
will be with him by Six; we deſign to 
drink Tea, and play at Cards, before we 
dance. 

Kitty. So ſhall I and my Company, Mr. 
Sharp. [Aſide. 
Sharp. Mighty well, Madam! | 

Mel. Prithee, Sharp, what makes you 
come without your Coat? Tis too cool 
ro go ſo airy, ſure. 

Kitty. Mr. Sharp, Madam, 1s af: a very 
hot Conſtitution, ha, ha, ha! 

Sharp. If it had been ever ſo cool 1 
have had enough to warm me ſince I came 
from home, I'm ſure; but no matter for 
thar.  [Sighing. 

Mel. What d'ye mean ? 5 

Sharp. Pray don't aſk me, Madam; I 
beſeech you don't: Let us change the 
Subject. | 

Kitty. Inſiſt upon knowing it, Madam 
My Curioſity _ be ſatisfied, or I 
ſhall burſt. [466 ide. 

| Mel. 


. 
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Mel. I do inſiſt upon knowing On 
pain of my Diſpleaſure, tell me! 

Sharp. If my Maſter ſhould know—1 
muſt not tell you, Madam, indeed. | 
Mel. I promiſe you, upon my Honour, 
he never ſhall. 

Sharp. But can your Ladyſhip infure 
Secrecy from that Quarter? 

Kitty. Les, Mr. Jackanapes, for any 
thing you can ſay. 

Mel. Til engage for her. 

Sharp. Why then, in ſhort, Madam 
I cannot tell you. | 

Mel. Don't trifle with me. 

Sharp. Then ſince you will have it, 
Madam, I loſt my Coat in Defence 
of your Reputation. | 

Mel. In Defence of my Resta 

Sharp. I will aſſure you, Madam, I've 
ſuffer'd very much in Defence of it; 
which is more than I would have done for 
my own. 

Mel. Prithee explain. 9 5 

Sharp. In ſhort, Madam, vou was ſeen 
about a Month ago, to make a viſit to 
my Maſter alone. 

Mel. Alone! my Servant Was with 
me. 

Sharp. What, Mrs. Kitty? So mel the 
worſe; for ſhe was looked upon as my 

Property; and I was brought in py as 

well as Fan and my Maſter. 
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Kitty. What, your Property, Jacka- 


napes ? 

Mel. What is all this? 

Sharp. Why, Madam, as I came out 
but now to make Preparations for you 
and your Company to-night; Mrs. Pry- 


about, rhe Attorney's Wife at next Door, 


calls ro me; Hark'ee Fellow! ſays ſhe, 
Do you and your modeſt Maſter know 
that my Huſband ſhall indite your Houſe, 
ar the next Pariſh Meeting, for a Nu- 
ſance? | 

Mel. A e 

Sharp. I ſaid ſo—A Nuſance! I believe 
none in the Neighbourhood live with 
more Decency and Regularity than I and 
my Maſter, as is really rhe Caſe De- 
cency and Regularity, cries ſhe, with a 
 Sneer,—why, Sirrah, does not my Win- 
dow look into your Maſter's Bed Cham- 
ber? And did not he bring in a certain 
Lady, ſuch a Day? deſcribing you, Ma- 
dam. And did nor I ſee 
Mel. See! Oh ſcandalous: What? 

Sharp. Modeſty requires my Silence. 

Mel. Did not you contradi& her? | 

Sharp. Contradi& her! Why, I told her 
J was ſure ſhe ly'd: for, zounds! faid J, 
for I could not help ſwearing, I am ſo 
well convinced of the Lady's' and my 
Maſter's Prudence, that, I am ſure, had 


they a mind to amuſe themſelves they 
would 
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would certainly have drawn the Window- 
Curtains. 

Mel. What, did you fox oothing elſe? 
Did not you convince her of her Error | 
and Impertinence? 

Sharp. She ſwore to ſuch Things, that 
I could do nothing but ſwear and call 
Names: upon which, out-bolts her Huſ- 
band upon me, with a fine taper Crab in 
his Hand, and fell upon me with ſuch 
Violence, that, being half delirious, I 
made a full Confeſſion. 

Mel. A full Confeſſion! What did you 
confeſs? 

Sharp. That my Maſter lov'd Fornica- 
tion; that you had no Averſion to it; 
that Mrs. Kitty was a Bawd, and your 
humble Servant a Pimp. 

Kitty. A Bawd! a Bawd! Dol look like 
a Bawd', Madam? 

- Sharp. And ſo, Madam, in the Scuffle, 
my Coat was torn n as well as 
your Reputation. 

Mel. And ſo you join'd to make me in- 
famous! | 

Sharp. For Heaven's ſake, Madam, 
what could I do? His Proofs fell fo thick 
upon me, as Witneſs my Head, [/Jtewing 
his Head plaſter'd] thar I would have given 
up all the Maidenheads in the Kingdom, 
rather than have my Brains beat to 2 


_ 
J Mel. 
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Mel. Very well !—but I'll be revenged! 
And did not you rell your Maſter of 


this 

Sharp. Tell him! No Madam? Had 1 
told him, his Love is ſo violent for you, 
that he would certainly have murdered 


half the Attornies in Town by this Time. 


Mel. Very well! — But I'm reſoly'd not 
to go to your Maſter's to Night. 

Sharp. Heavens and my Impudence be 
praiſed. [ Aſide.] 

Kitty. Why not, Madam ? if you are 
not guilty, face your Accuſers. 

Sharp. Oh the Devil! Ruin'd ule 
[ Afide.] To be ſure, face em by all 
means, Madam They can but be 
abuſive, and break the Windows a little: 
—Beſides, Madam, I have thought of 
a Way to make this Affair quite diverting 
to you—l have a fine Blunderbuſs charg'd 
with half a hundred Slugs, and my Maſter 
has a delicate large Swiſs Broad Sword; 
and between us, Madam, we ſhall fo 
pepper and ſlice 'em, that you will die 
with laughing. | 

Mel. What, at Murder? 

Kitty. Don't fear, Madam, there will 
be no Murder if Sharp's viicern'd;" 


Sharp. Murder, Madam! Tis Self. de- | 


Fence; beſides, in theſe ſort of Skirmiſhes, 
there are never more than two or three 
kill'd: for, ſuppoſing they bring the whole 
Body 


* 
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Body of Militia upon us, down but with 
a Brace of them, and away fly the reſt of 
hoy Covey. | 

Mel. Perſuade me never ſo much, 1 
won't go; that's my Reſolution. 

Kitty. Why then, I'll tell you bat 
Madam; ſince you are reſolv'd not to go 
to the Supper, ſuppoſe the Supper was to 
come to you: Tis great Pity ſuch great 
Preparations as Mr. Sharp has made ſhould 
be thrown away. | 
Sharp. So it is, as you ſay Mrs. Kitty. 
Bur I can immediately run back and un- 
beſpeak What I have order'd; tis ſoon 
done. 

Mel. But then what Excuſe can 1 ſend 
to your Maſter? He'll be very uneaſy at 
my not coming. 

Sharp. Oh terribly fo but J have it— 
III tell him you are very much out of 
Order that you were ſuddenly taken 
with the Vapours or Qualms; or what 
you pleaſe, Madam. 

Mel. Il leave it to you, Sharp, to 
make my Apology; and there's half a 
Guinea for you to help your Invention. 

Sharp. Half a Guinea! Tis fo long 
fince I had any rhing to do with Money, | 
that I ſcarcely know "the current Coin of 
my own i Country. Oh, Sharp, what 
Talents haſt thou! To ſecure thy Maſter; 
; deceive his Miſtreſs; out- lie her Chamber- 
maid 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
j 
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| maid; and yer be paid for thy Honeſty! 


But my Joy will diſcover me. [ Aſide.] 
Madam, you have eternally fix'd Timothy 
Sharp your moſt obedient humble Ser- 
vant! Oh the Delights of Impudence 
and a good Underſtanding! | Exit SHARP. 

Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! Was there ever 


ſuch a lying Varlet? With his Slugs and. 


his Broad Swords; his Artorneys and 
broken Heads, and Nonſenſe! Well, Ma- 
dam, are you ſatisfy'd Dow?! Do you 
want more Proofs * 

Mel. Of your Modeſty 1 do: Bur 1 
find, you are reſolv'd to give me none. 

Kitty. Madam ? 

Mel. I ſee thro' your little mean Arti. 
fice: You are endeavouring to leſſen Mr. 
Gayleſs in my Opinion, becauſe he has 
not paid you for Services he had no Oc- 


Calion for. 


Kitty. Pay me, Madam! I am ſure I 
have very little Occafion to be angry 
with Mr. Gayleſs for not paying me, 
when, I believe, tis his general Practice. 

Mel. Tis falſe! He's a Gentleman and 
a Man of Honour, and you are 
Kitty. Not in Love, I thank Heaven! 


| [Curtſeying. 


Mel. You are a Fool. 


Kitty. I have been in Love; butIam 


much wiſer now. 


Mel. Hold your Tana Impertinence! 


Kitty. 
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Kitty. That's the ſevereſt Thing ſhe has 
ſaid yer. IA. 

Mel. Leave me. 

Kitty. Oh this Love, this Love is the 
Devil! TExit KIi rr. 

Mel. We diſcover our Weakneſſes to 
our Servants, make them our Confidents, 
put 'em upon an Equality with us, and 
Jo they become our AdviſersSharp's 
Behaviour, tho' I ſeem'd to diſregard it, 
makes me tremble with Apprehenſions; 
and tho' I have. pretended to be angry 
with Kitty for her Advice, I think it of 
too much Conſequence to ho neg lected. 


Enter KiTTyY. 


Kitty. May I ſpeak, Madam? 

Mel. Don't be a Fool. What do you 
want? 

Kitty. There is a Servant juſt come out 
of the Country, fays, he belongs to Sir 
William Gayleſs, and has got a Letter 
for you from his Maſter, upon very ur- 
gent Buſineſs, | 

Mel. Sir William Gayleſs! What can 
this mean? Where is the Man? 

Kitty. In the Little Parlour, Madam. 

Mel. I'll go to him My heart flut- 
ters ſtrangely. _ [Exit MELISSA. 

Kitty Oh Woman, Woman, fooliſh 
Woman! ſhe'll certainly have this Gay- 


leſs; Nay, were ſhe as well convinc'd of 
7 his 
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his Poverty as I am, ſhe'd have him—A 
ſtrong Doſe of Love is worſe than one of 
Ratafia; when ir once gets into our Heads, 
it trips up our Heels, and then Good 
Night to Diſcretion. Here is ſhe going 
to throw away fifteen thouſand Pounds; 
Upon what? Faith, little better than no- 
thing.— He's a Man, and that's all 
and Heaven knows mere Man i is but ſmall 
Conſolation. 


Be this Advice purſu'd by each fond Maid, 


Ne er ſlight the Subſtance for an py | 


| ade: 
Rich, weighty Sparks alone ſhould NG 
and charm ye ; 


For fg Spouſe cool, his Gold will al- 


Ways warm he. 


END or THE FIRST ACT, 


ACT 
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2 T 11 
Euter GAYLESS and SHARP. 


1 DRITHEE be feriaus, Shar 
Go. P Haſt thou really ſucceeded ? 5 

Sharp. To our Withes, Sir. In ſhort I 
have managed the Buſineſs with ſuch Skill 
and Dexterity, that neither your Circum- 
ſtances nor my. Veracity are ſuſpected. 
Gay. But how haſt thou excuſed me 
from the Ball and Entertainment? 

Sharp. Beyond ExpeQation, Sir. 
But: in that Particular I was obliged to 
have Recourſe to Truth, and declare the 
real Situation of your Affairs. I told her 
we had ſo long diſuſed ourſelves to dreſ- 
ſing either Dinners or Suppers, that I was 
afraid we ſhould be but aukward in our 
Preparations, In ſhort, Sir, —at that In- 
ſtant a curſed Gnawieg ſeized my Sto- 
mach, that I could not help telling her, 
that both you and myſelf ſeldom make a 
good Meal now-a-days once in a Quarter 
of a Vear. 

Gay. Hell and Confuſion, have you be- 
trayed me, Villain! Did you not tell me 
this Moment, ſhe did not in the ann ſuſ- 
pet my Circumſtances? 

Vor. _ 8 Sharp. 
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Sharp. No more ſhe did, Sir, till 1 
told her. 


Gay. Very well; and” was $ this your Skill 


and Dexterity? * 

Sharp. I was going to ten you; but you 
won't hear Reaſon; my melancholy Face 
and piteous Narration had ſuch an Effect 


upon her generous Bo wels, that ſhe freely 
771 


forgives all that's paſt. 

Coy. Does ſhe, Sharp? 

Sharp. Ves; and deſires never to ſee 
your Face again; and, as a farther Con- 
ſideration for ſo doing, ſhe has ſent you 
half-a-Guinea. er the r 

Cay. What do you mean? 

Sharp. To ſpend it, one's it, Sir; and 

cept. 

Gay. Villain, you have vlidone me! 

Sharp. What, by bringing you Money, 
when you are not worth a Farthing in the 
whole World? Well, well, then to make 
vou happy again, rl keep it myſelf; and 
with Some- body would take it in their 
Head to load me with ſuch Mis fortunes. 
[ = up the Money.] 

. Do you laugh at me, Raſcal! 

Sharb. Who deſerves more to be laugh'd 
at? Ha, ha, ha. Never for the future, 
Sir, diſpute the Succeſs of my Negotia- 
tions, when even you, who know me fo 
well, can't help ſwallowing my Hook. 
WO; Sir, I 2 have play'd with you 

back 
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backwards and forwards at the End of my 
Line, till I had put your Senſes into ſuch 
a Fermentation, that you ſhould nor have 
known in an Hour's Time, whether you 
was a Fiſh or a Man. 

Gay. Why, what is all this you have 
been relling me? 

Sharp. A down-right Lie from Begin- 
ning to End. 

Gay. And have you really excuſed me 

to her? 
Sharp. No, Sir; but I have got this 
Half Guinea to make her Excuſes ro you ? 
and, inſtead of a Confederacy between 
you and me to deceive her, ſhe thinks 
ſhe has brought me over to put the Deceit 
upon you. 

Gay. Thou excellent Fellow! 

Sharp. Don't loſe Time, but flip out 
of the Houſe immediately ; the Back-way, 
I believe, will be the ſafeſt for you, and 
to her as faſt as you can; pretend vaſt 
Surprize and Concern, that her Indiſpo- 
ſition has debarr'd you the Pleaſure of her 
Company here to-night: You need know 
no more; away! _. 

Gay. But what ſhall we do, Sharp? 
Here's her Maid again. 

Sharp. The Devil ſhe is——1 wiſh I 
could poiſon her; for I'm ſure, while ſhe 


lives I can never proſper. 
| S 2 Euler 
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Husar KITT. | 

Kitty. Your Door was open, fo I aid 
not ſtand upon Ceremony. 

Gay. I am ſorry to hear your Miſtreſs i 18 
ne ſo ſuddenly. 

Kitty. Vapours, Vapours only, Sir, a 
fo matrimonial Omens, that's all; bur 1 
ſuppoſe Mr. Sharp has made her Excuſes. 

Gay. And tells me I can't have the 
Pleaſure of her Company to Night. I had 
made a ſmall Preparation; but 'tis no 
Matter: Sharp ſhall go to the reſt of the 
Company, and let *em know 'tis put off. 

Kitty. Not for the World, Sir; my 
Miſtreſs was ſenſible you muſt have pro- 
vided for her, and the reſt of the Com- 
pany ; ſo ſhe is reſolved, tho' ſhe can't, 


the other Ladies and Gentlemen ſhall par- 


take of your Entertainment; ſhe's very 
ood natur'd. 
Sharp. I had better run, and let em 
know * tis deferr d. [ Going. 
Kitty. [Stopping bim.] I have been with 
em already, and told 'em my Miſtreſs in- 
ſiſts upon their coming, and they have all 
promiſed ro be here; ſo, pray, don't be 
under any Apprehenſions, that your Pre- 
parations will be thrown away, 
Gay. But as I can't have her Company, 
rs. Kitty, "twill be a greater Pleaſure to 
me, and a greater Compliment to her, to 


defer our Mirth; beſides, I can't enjoy 


- any 


. 
ak 


Adi any hong , ed wt mh > » has hed 
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_ thing at Faun; and ſhe not partake 
of it. 

Kitty. Oh, no to be ſure; but what 
can [ io? My Miſtreſs will have it ſo, and 
Mrs. Gad-about, and rhe reſt of the Com- 
pany . will be here in a few Minutes; 
there are two or three Coachfuls of em. 

Sharp. Then my Maſter muſt be ruin'd 
in ſpite of my Parts. 

Gay. ¶ Aſide to SHARP.] Tis all over, 
Shas 

Sharp. I know it, Sir. | 

Gay. I ſhall go diſtracted; what ſhall I 
do? 

Sharp. Why, Sir, as our Rooms are a 
little out of Furniture at preſent, take 
'em into the Captain's that lodges here, 
and ſer em down to Cards; if he ſhould 
come in the mean time, III excuſe you 

, to him. 

Kitty. T have 4iſconcerted their Affairs, 
I find; III have ſome Sport with em. 
Pray, Mr. Gayleſs, don't order too many 
Things, they only make you a friendly 
Viſit; the more Ceremony, you know, 
the leſs Welcome, Pray, Sir, ler me in- 
treat you not to be profuſe. If I can. 
be of Service, pray command me; my 
Miſtreſs has ſent me on purpoſe; while 
Mr. Sharp is doing the Buſineſs without 
Doors, I may be employed within; if 
rere lend me the Keys of your Side- 

3 board 
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board to SHARP] TI diſpoſe of your 
Plate to the beſt Advantage. 

Sharp. Thank you, Mrs. Kirry but 
it is diſpos'd of already. 

[Knocking at the Door: 

Kitty. Bleſs me the Company's come, 
III go to the Door and conduct em into 
your Preſence. | Exit Kir rx. 

Sharp. If you'd conduct em into a 
Horſepond, and wait of em there your- 
ſelf, we ſhould be more obliged to 9 | 

Gay. I can never ſupport this! | 

Sharp. Rouſe your Spirits and put on 
an Air of Gaiety, and I don't e of 
bringing you off yer. 

Gay. Your Words have done it effec: 
tua. 


Enter Mrs. Ga DAB OUT, her Daughter 
and Niece, Mr. GUTTLE, Mr. TRIT- 
 P1T and Mrs. TRippir., 


Gad. Ah my dear Mr. Gayleſs! 
| [Kiſſes bim. 
Gay. My dear Widow! [Kiſſes her. 
Gad. We are come to give FO Joy, 
Mr. Gayleſs. 
Sharp. You never was more miſtaken 
in your Life. I Aide. 
Gad. I have brought toms Company 
1 I believe, is not ſo well known to 
e and I proteſt I an been all * 
1 
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the Town to get the little I have Priſſy, 
my Dear — Mr. Gayleſs, my Daughter. 
Gay. And as handſome as her Mother; 
you muſt have a Ruſband ſhortly, my 
Dear. 
3 Arien III aſſure. you 1 don't deſpair 
Ir. ; 
N. Cad. My Niece too. | 
Gay. I know jby her Eyes ſhe belongs 
to you, Widow. 
M. Gad. Mr. Guttle, Sir. Mr. Gay- 
leſs; Mr. Gayleſs, Juſtice Guttle. 
Sharp. Oh Deſtruction one of the 
Quarum. Fi 
Gat. Hem, Tho' 1 nad mos 8 e 
of any perſonal Knowledge of you, yet at 
the Inſtigation of Mrs. Gadabout, I have, 
without any previous Acquaintance with 
you, throw'd aſide all Ceremony to let 
you know that I joy to hear the Solemni- 
zation of your Nuptials is ſo near at hand. 
Gay. Sir, tho' I cannot anſwer. you 
with the ſame Elocution, however, Sir, 
I thank you with the ſame Sincerity. _ 
M. Gad. Mr. and Mrs. Trippit, Sir, 
the propereſt Lady in the World for your 
Purpoſe, for ſhe'll dance for four and 
twenty Hours together. | 
Tip. My dear Charles, I am very an- 
gry with you, faith; ſo near Marriage 
and not let me 33 *twas barbarous; 
you nn „I ſuppoſe, I ſhould rally 
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you upon it; bur dear Mrs. Trippit here 
has long ago eradicated all wy antimatri- 
monial. Principles. 

Mrs. Trip. Leradicate, fye, Mr. Wart 
pit, don't be ſo obſcene. 

Kit. Pray, Ladies, walk into the next 
Room ; Mr. Sharp can't lay his Cloth till 
you are fer down to Cards. 

Gad. One thing I had quite fompdr 5 
Mr. Gayleſs, my Nephew who you never 
ſaw, will be in town from France pre- 
ſently, ſo I left Word to ſend him here 
immediately to make one. 

Gay. You do me err, Madam. 


Sharp. Do the Ladies chuſe Cards or 


the Supper firſt? 


Gay. Supper! what does the Fellow 


mean ? 

Gut. Oh, the Supper by all Means, for 
I have eat nothing ro ſignify ſince Dinner. 

Sharp. Norl, ſince laſt Monday was a 
Fortnight. Aſide. 

Gay. Pray, Ladies, walk into the next 
Room: Sharp, get Things ready for Sup- 
per, and cal che Muſick. 

Sharp. Well ſaid, Maſter. 

Gad. Without Ceremony, Ladies. 

[Exeunt Ladies. 

Kitty. Pill to my Miſtreſs, and let her 
know every Thing is ready for her Ap- 
pearance. | yy KITT v. 


GuTTLE 
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GU 'TTLE and SHARP. | 
Gut. Pray Mr. what's your Name, 
don't be long with Supper; but harkee, 
what can I do in the mean Time? Sup- 
poſe you get. me a Pipe and ſome good 
Wine, III try to divert IT that way 
till Supper's ready. 

Sharp. Or ſuppoſe, Sir, you was to 
take a Nap till then, there's a very ly 
Couch in thar Cloſer. 4 

Gut. The beſt Thing in the World, Pl. 
take your Advice, but be ſure to wake 
me when Supper is ready. [Exit Gur r LE. 

Sharp. Pray Heav'n you may not wake 
till then What a fine Situation my 
Maſter is in at preſent? I have promis d 
him my Aſſiſtance, but his Affairs are in 
ſo deſperate a Way, that I am afraid 'tis 
out of all my Skill ro recover em. Well, 
Fools have Fortune, ſays an old Provert 
and a very true one it 15, for my Maſter 
and I are two of. the moſt unfortunate 
Mortals i in the Creation. ö 


Euter GAYLESS. 


| Gay. Well, Sharp, I have ſer em down 
to Cards, and now what have you to pro- 
poſe? £66 | 

Sharp. I have one Scheme left which 
in all Probability may ſucceed. The good 
Citizen overloaded with his laſt Meal, is 
taking a Nap in that Cloſer, in order to 
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get him an Appetite for yours. Suppoſe, 
Sir, we ſhould make him treat us. 
Gay. I don't underſtand you. 


Sharp. I'll pick his Pocket, and provide 


us a Supper with the Booty. 


Gay. Monſtrous ! for without ednfidess | 


ing the Villany of it, the Danger of 
waking him makes it imprafticable! _ 

Sharp. If be wakes, I'll ſmotber him, 
and lay his Death to Indigeſtion— a 
very common Death among the Juſtices. 

Gay. Prithee be ſerious, We have no 
Time to loſe; can you invent ny: to 
drive 'em out of rhe Houle Ne- 

Sharp. I can fire it. — 

Gay. Shame and * fr 3 
me, I cannot give rn row a Moment's 
Thought. 

Sharp. have i ir; did not Mrs. Gadabour 
ſay her er would be here? by | 

Gay. She did. O60 21 

Sharp.. Say no more, but into your 
Company; If I don't ſend 'em our of the 
Houſe for the Night, Ill at leaſt frighten 
their Stomachs away; and if this Strata- 
gem fails, I'll relinquith Politicks, and 
think my Underſtanding no better than 
my Neighbours. 

Gay. How ſhall I reward thee, Sharp? 

Sharp. By your Silence and Obedience; 
away to your Company, Sir. [Exit GavyLEss. 


Now, dear Madam Fortune, for once 
open 


+ bh, by My 
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open your Eyes, and behold a poor un- 
fortunate Man of Parts addreſſing you; 
now is your Time to convince your Foes, 
you are not that blind whimſical Whore 
they take you for; but let em fee by 
your aſſiſting me, that Men of Senſe, as 
well as Fools, are ſometimes intitled to 
your Favour and Protection. 80 much 
for Prayer, now for a great Noiſe and a 
Lye. goes aſide and cries out. 
Help, help, W help, Gentlemen, 
Ladies; Mucder, Fire, Brimſipoe: ; me 
help, ae | 


PO Mr. GavLEss and the Ladies, 
with Cards in their Hands, and SHAR P 
enters running and meets em. . 


Gay. What's the Matter? | 
Sharp. Matter, Sir, if you don't run 
this Minute with that Gentleman, this 
Lady's Nephew will be murder'd; I am 
ſure 'twas he, he was ſet upon the Corner 
of the Street, by four; he has kill'd two, 
and if you don't make haſte, he'll be 
either murdered or took to Priſon. 
Gad. For Heaven's Sake, Gentlemen, 
run to his Aſſiſtance. How I tremble 
for Meliſſa! this Frolick of her's may be 
fat 1 | [Aſzde. 
Gay. Draw, Sir, and follow me. 
[Exit GA. and G AD. 
Trip. 
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Trip. Not I; I dont care to run myſelf 
into needleſs Quarrels; I have ſuffered 
too much formerly by flying into Paſſions, 
belides, I have pawn'd my Honour to Mrs. 
Trippit, never to draw my Sword again; 
and in her preſent Condition, to break 
my Word might have fatal Conſequences. 

Sharp. Pray, Sir, don't excuſe yourſelf, 
the young Gentleman may be murder'd 
by this Time. 

Trip. Then my Aſſiſtance will be of no 
Service to him; however Ill go to 
oblige you, and look on at a Diſtance. | 

Mrs. Trip. I ſhall certainly faint, Me. 


Harri, if you draw. 


Enter GUTTLE, „ Andere , 45 From 
Sleep. | 


. What Noiſe and Confuſion is this? 
Sharp. Sir, there's a Man murder'd in 


the Street. 

Gut. Is that all—zounds, I was afraid 
you had throw'd the Supper down —a 
Plague of your Noiſe—I ſhan't recover 
my 'Sromach this half Hour. | 


Enter GavLEss and GADABOUT, 
with MELISSA in Boys Cloaths, dreſ- 
ſed in the FRENCH Manner, 


Gad. Well, but my dear C's you 
are not hurt, ſure? 
Mel. 
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Mel. A little with riding Poſt only. 

Gad. Mr. Sharp alarm'd us all with.an 
Account of your being ſet upon by four 
Men; that you had kill'd two, and was 
attacking the other when he came away, 
and when we met you at the Door, we 
were running to your Reſcue. 

Mel. I had a ſmall Rencounter with half 
a dozen Villains; but finding me reſolute, 
they were wiſe enough to take to their 
Heels; I believe I ſcratcht ſome of 'em. 
| [Laying ber Hand to her Sword, 

Sharp. His Vanity has ſav'd my Credit. 
I have a Thought come into my Head 
may prove to our Advantage, provided 
Monſieur's Ignorance bears any Propor- 
tion to his Impudence. [Aſide. 
Gad. Now my Fright's over, let me in- 
troduce you, my Dear, to Mr. Gayleſs; 
. this is my Nephew. 

Gay. ¶ Saluting her.] Sir, I ſhall be 
proud of your Friendſhi 

Mel. I don't doubt but we ſhall be 
better acquainted in a little Time. 

Gut. Pray, Sir, what News in France? 
- Mel. Faith, Sir, very little that I know 
of in the polirical Way; I had no Time 
to ſpend among the Politicians. I was- 
Gay. Among the Ladies, I ſuppoſe. 
Mel. Too much indeed. Faith, I have 
not Philoſophy enough to reſiſt cheir Solis 
nee you take me. [ lo GAYLESS 4% ide. 

1 CE ay. 
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Gay. Yes, to be a moſt incorrigible Fop, 


ſ'death, this Puppy's Impertinence is an 


Addition to my Miſery. [Aſide to SHARP. 
' Mel. Poor Gayleſs, to what Shifts is he 
reduced? I cannot bear to ſee him much 
longer in this Condition, I ſhall diſcover 
myſelf. [Afde to GAD ABO Ur. 


Gad. Not before the End of the Play; 


beſides, the more his Pain now, the 
greater his Pleaſure when relieved from it. 
Trip. Shall we return to our Cards? [ 
have a ſans prendre here, and mult inſiſt 
you play it out. 
Ladies. With all my Heart. 
Mel. Allous donc. 
[As the Company goes out, "On pulls 
MELISSA by the Sleeve. 5 
Sharp. Sir, Sir, ſhall I beg Leave to 
ſpeak with- you? Pray, did you find a 
Bank- Note in your Way hither? 
Mel. What, between here and Dover 
do you mean? 
Sharp. No, Sir, within twenty or ry 
Yards of this Houſe. 
Mel. You are drunk, Fellow. 


Sharp. T am undone, Sir; but not 


drunk, Ill aſſure you. 


Mel. What is all this? 

Sharp. T1 tell you, Sir: A little while 
ago my Maſter ſent me out to change a 
Note of Twenty Pounds; but I unfortu- 


nately hearing a Noiſe in the Street of, 


Damn-ů 


oo 
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Damn-me, - Sir, -and claſhing of Swords, 
and Raſcal, and Murder; I runs up to 
the Place, and ſaw four Men upon one; 
and having heard you was a mettleſome 
young Gentleman; I immediately con- 
cluded it muſt be you; fo ran back to call 
my Maſter, and when I went to look for 
the Note to change it, I found it gone, 
either ſtole or loſt; and if I don't get the 
Money immediately, I ſhall certainly be 
turned out of my Place, and loſe my 
Character. 

Mel. I ſhall Hugh in his Face. [ Aſde.] 
Oh, Fl ſpeak to your Maſter about it, 
and he will forgive you at my Interceſ- 
ſion. 

Sharp. Ah, Sir! you don't know my 
Maſter. 

Mel. Tm very little acquainted with 
bim; but J have heard he's a very good- 
narured Man. 

Sharp. I have heard ſo too, but I have 
felt it otherwiſe; he has ſo nth Good- 
narure, that, if I could compound for one 
Brokenhead a Day, I ſhould think myſelf. 
very well off. 

Mel. Are you ſerious, Friend? 

Sharp. Look'e, Sir, I take you for a 
Man of Honour; there is ſomething in 
your Face that is generous, open, and 
maſculine; you don't look like a foppiſn, 


effeminate Tell-tale; ſo I'll venture to 
truſt 
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truſt you. See here, Sir, [ /ews bis 

Head.] theſe are the Effects of my Maſter's 
Good- nature. 

Mel. Matchleſs Japan! [Af de.] 
Why do you live with him then after 
ſuch Uſage? 

Sharp. He's worth a great deal of 
Money, and when he's drunk, which is 
commonly once a Day, he's very free, 
and will give me any thing; bur I deſign 
w leave him when he's married, for all 
that. 


Sharp. To- morrow, Sir, and between 
you and I, he'll meet with his Match, 
both for Humour and ſomething elſe too, 
Mel. What, ſhe drinks too? 


Sharp. Damnably, Sir; but mum 


You muſt know this eee was 
deſign'd for Madam to- night; but ſhe got 
ſo very gay after Dinner, that ſhe could 
not walk out of her own Houſe; ſo her 
Maid, who was half gone too, came here 
with an Excuſe, that Mrs. Meliſſa had 


got the Vapours, and ſo ſhe had indeed | 


violently ; here, here, Sir. 
[Pointing to his Head. 


- Mel, This is ſcarcely to be borne. [Afede.] 


Meliſfa I have heard of her; they ay 
ſhe's very whimſical. | 


. Sharp. A very Woman, and pleaſe your 


Honour , and, between you and I, gone 
5 0 


Mel. Is he going to be married then ? 5 
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of! the mildeſt or wiſeſt of her Sex 
But to return, Sir, to the Twenty Pounds. 

Mel. I am ſurprized, you, who have 
got ſo much Money in his Service; ſhould 
be at a Loſs for Twenty Pounds, to fave 
your Bones at this Juncture. 

Sharp... 1 have pur all my Money our at 
Intereſt; I never keep above five Pounds 
by me; and if your Honour would lend 
me the other fitteen, and take my Note 
torts... [ Knocking. 
Mel. Somebody s at the Poor. 

Sbar 7. I can give very good. Security. 

[ Knocking, 

Mel. Dob't let the People wait, Mr. 

© Sharp. Ten, Pounds will do. [Knocking, 

Mel. Allez vous en. 

J ͤ eas [Knocking 

Mel, „„ „ i 

Sharp Je ne puis pas. I find we 
mg underſtand one 179 77 I do but 
loſe Time; and, if I had any Thought, I 
might have known theſe young Fops re- 
turn from their Travels generally with as 
little Money : as | Improvement. | 

[Exif SHARP. 

Mel. Ha, wy hi. BF: Lies doth this 
Fellow invent, and whar Rogueries does 
he commit for his Maſter's Service? 
There never, ſure was a more faithful 
Servant to his Maſter, or a greater Ro- 
gue to the reſt of Mankind. But here 
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he comes again, the Plot thickens; I'll in 
and obſerve een | {Exit Me ss. 


1 SHARP "before fond An Ka 
- Diſhes in their Hands, and a Cook drunk. 


Sharp. Fortune, I thank thee, the 
moſt lucky Accident; [Afde.] This Way 
Gentlemen „this Way. 

Cook. 1 am afraid I have Ngo the 
Houſe. Is this Mr. Treatwells? 

Sharp. The ſame, the fame: What, 
don't you know me? | 

Cook. Know you 3 you ſure 
there was a Supper beſpoke here? 
| Sharp. Yes: Upon my Honour, Mr. 
Cook, the Company is in the next Room, 
and mult have gone without, had not you 
brought it. PIt draw. a Table. I fee you 
have brought a Cloth with you; bur you 
need not have done that, for we have a 
very good Stock of Linnen—at the 
Pawnbroker's. [ Afide. ] — 

Exit, and returns dt draw- 
ing in a Table.] 

Come, come my Boys, be quick, the 
Company began to be very uneaſy; but 
I knew my "old Friend Lick-ſpit | here 
would not fail us. 

Cook, Lick- ſpit! J am no Friend of 

urs; fol deſire leſs Familiarity : Licks 
[pit two. 585 


5. a Fre 


1H Enter 
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Enter GAYLESS, and flares. 
* What is all this? 
Sharp. Sir, if the Sight of the Supper 

is oilenſive, ! can eaſily have it removed. 
| IAſide to Ga vLESss. 

Gay. prithee explain thyſelf, Sharp. 

Sharp. Some of our Neighbours, I ſup- 
poſe, have beſpoke this Supper; bur the 
Cook, has drank away his Memory, for- 
got the Houſe, and brought it here; 
however, Sir, if you diſlike i it, PII tell 
him of his Miſtake, and ſend him about 
his Buſineſs. 

Gay. Hold, hold, Neceſſity obliges me 
againſt my Inclination to favour the Chear, 
and feaſt ar my Neighbour's Expence. 

Cook. Hark you, Fenn is that your 
Maſter? 

Sharp. Ay, and the beſt Maſter i in the 
World. 

Cook. TI ſheak to him then Sir, 1 
have according to your Commands, drels'd 
as genreel a Supper as my Art and your 
Price would admit of. 

_ Good again, Sir, 'tis paid for. 
q Aſide to GAYLESS, 

Ga ay. I dont in the leaſt queſtion your 
Abilities, Mr. Cook, and I am oblig d to 
you for your Care. 

Coco. Sir, you are a Gentleman, 
and if you would but look over the Bill 
and approve it, | pulls out a Bill] you will 
over and 0 return the Obligation. 

1 2 Sharp. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Sharp. Oh the Devil?e > © 

Gay. [looking on a Bill.] Very wy TH 
ſend my Man to pay you To-Horrow. 

Cook. I'll ſpare him that Trouble, and 
take it with me, Sir—I never work but 
for ready Money. 8 


Gay. Hah? | 
. Then you won't have our 
Cuſtom. pe, [Afede. 


My Maſter is buſy now, Friend; do you 
tink, he won't pay you? . © 

Cool. No matter what [ think; either 
my Meat or my Money. | 
Sharp. Twill be very il convenient for 


him to pay you To- night. 


Cook. Then P'm afraid * will be ill 


convenient to pay me To- morrow, 77 


e hear 


"Waker . 


Gay. Prithee be advis'd, ſ'death, Iſhall 
be diſcover'd. Takes the Cook aſide. 
Miel. to S HAR p.] What's the Matter? 

Sharp. The Cook has not quite anſwer'd 
my Maſter's Expectations about the Sup- 
per, Sir, and he's a little angry at him, 
that's all. | 

Mel. Come, come, Mr. Gayleſs, dow 
be uneaſy, a Batchelor cannor be ſuppoſed 
ro have Things in the utmoſt r 
we don't expect it. 
Cook. But I do expett it, and will 
have i 

Mel. 
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Mel. What does that drunken Fool ſay? 


Cook. That I will have my Money, and 
I won't ſtay till To-morrow 
and 


hold, what are you doing? Are you mad? 

Mel. What do you flop the N 
Breath for? 

Sharp. Sir, he was going to call you 
Names. Don't be abuſive, Cook, the 
Gentleman is a Man of Honour, and ſaid 
nothing to you; pray be * „ you. 
are in Liquor. 

Cook, I will have my 

Sharp. [ holding ftill.] Why, I tell you, 
Fool, you miſtake the Gentleman, he is 
a Friend of my Maſter” s, and has not ſaid 
a Word to you. Pray, good Sir, go 
into the next Room; the Fellowes drunk, 
and takes you for another. You'll re- 
pent this when you are ſober, Friend 
Pray, Sir, don't ſtay to hear bis Im- 
pertinence 

Gay. Pray, Sir, walk in 
low your Anger. 

Mel. Damn the Raſcal! what does he 
mean by affronting me! Ler the 
Scoundrel go, III poliſh his Brutality, I 
warrant you: Here's the beſt Reformer of 
Manners in the Univerſe. [ Draws bis 
Sword. ] Let him go, I ſay. 

ee So, ſo you have done finely, 
now, Get away as faſt as you can; 


and, | 


Sharp. [runs and ſtops his Mouth. ] Hold, 
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he's the maſt courageous mertleſome Man 
in all England Why, „ if his Paſſion 
was up he could eat you. Make your 


Eſcape, you Fool! 
Eat me! He Il find 


Cook. I wont 
me damn'd hard of Digeſtion tho 
Sharp. Prithee come here; ler me ſpeak 
with you. Tony walk afide. 


Enter K1 TTY. 


Kitty. Gad's me, is Supper on the Table 

already? Sir, pray defer it for a few 
Moments; my Miſtreſs is much better, 
and will be here immediately. _ 

Gay. Will ſhe indeed! Bleſs me—T did 
not expect but however Sharp? 

Kitty. What Succeſs, Madam? 

| [Aſide to MEL1SSA. 

Mel] As we could wiſh, Girl but 
he is in ſuch Pain and Perplexity 1 can't 
hold ir out much longer. i 

Kitty. Ay, that not holding out is the 
Ruin of half our Sex. 

Sharp. I have pacify'd the Cook, and 
if you can but borrow twenty Pieces of 
thar young Prig, all may go well yer; 
you may ſucceed though I could not: 
Remember What I told you about it 
ſtraight, Sir 

Gay. Sir, Sir, [to MELISSA] I beg 
to ſpeak a Word with you; my Servant, 
Sir, cells me he has had the Misfortune, 
Sir, to loſe a Note of mine of twenty 
Pounds, 
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Pounds, which I ſent: him to receive 
and the Bankers Shops being ſhut up, an 
having very little Caſh by me, I ſhoulc 
be much obliged to you if. you would 
favour me with ener Pieces till To- 
morrow, ' 

Mel. Oh Air, | with all my Heart. 
Leg aut her Pur ſe] and as I have a 
ſmall Favour to beg of you, Sir, the 
Obtigations will be mutual. 

Gay. How may I oblige you, Sir? 1 


Mel. Lou are to be a d, 1 hear, to 


Meliſſa. 
Cay. To morrow, les" Fs 
Mel. Then you'll oblige me, Sits: by 
never ſeeing her again. 
Gay. Do Your call bin a ſmall Favour, 
ir 
Mel. A mere Trifle, 8 
of Contracts, ſuing for Divorces, com- 
mitting Adultery, and ſuch like, are all 
reckon'd Trifles now-a- days; and ſmart 
young Fellows, like you and myſelf, Gay- 
leſs, ſhould be-never out of Faſhion. 
Gay. Bur pray, Sir, how are you con- 
cerned in this Affair! 
Mel. Oh Sir, you muſt ni I have g a 
very great Regard for Meliſſa, and, in- 
deed, ſhe for me; and by the by, 1 have 


a malt deſpicable Opinion of you; for, 


entre nous, I take you, Charles, to be a 
very great Scoundrel. 


Gay. Sar! eee 
5 : "Ta. Mel. 
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Mel. Nay, don't look fierce; Sir! and 
fine. yourſelf Airs Damme, Sit, I ſhall 
be through Deen BYE 1 in =o {napping 
of a Finger. mo TR? 

Gay. Ill be as nigh as 7 Villain! 

rams and makes at — 

Kitty. Hold, hold, Murder! you'll 
kill my Miſtreſs—the Young? eng 
mean. 

Gay. Ah! hes Miſtreſs! Lia bis Swords 

Sharp. How! Meliſſa! Fus Shen drive 
away. Cart —All's over now. 

THF 
Enter all the Company laughing. 

Gad. What, Mr. Gayleſs, ae 
Meli before your Time. Ah, ah, ah! 

Kitty. Your humble Servant, good Mr. 
Politician, [co SHAR p.] This is, Gentle- 
men and 3 the moſt celebrated and 
ingenious Timothy Sharp, Schemer Ge- 
neral and redoubted Squire to the moſt 
renowned and fortunate Adventurer Char- 
les Gayleſs, Knight of the Woeful Coun- 
tenance: Hu, ha, ha — Oh that 
diſmal Face, and more diſmal Head of 
yours. [Strikes SH AR P. upon the Head. 

Sharp. 'Tis cruel in you to Ai a 
Man in his laſt Agonies. 

Mel. Now, Mr. Gayleſs } __ 
not a Word! you are ſenſible I can be no 
Stranger to your Misfortunes, and 1 
might reaſonably expect an Excuſe for 
your ill Treatment of me. | 


. 13 
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Gay. No, Madam, Silence is my only 
Refuge; for to endeavour to vindicate my 
Crimes would ſhew. a greater Want of 
Virtue than even the Commiſſion of em. 
Mel. Oh, Gayleſs! twas poor to im- 
poſe upon a Woman, and one chat loy 6 
1. T0094 Iz (git Hi 30649 

: Gay. Oh (moſt! unpardonables bur my 
Necelſities——— - , #13 

Shanp. And ins, Madam; were not 
to he march'd lm ſure, o'this ſide ſtarving. 

Mel. His Fears have ſoftned me at once 
——Your Neceſſities, Mr. Gayleſs, with 
ſuch real Contrition, are too powerful 
Motiv es nat to. affect the Breaſt already 

rejudic'd in your Favaur——You have 
uffer'd too. much already for your Ex- 
trayagance; and as I take part in your 
Sufferings, tis eaſing myſelf to berg: 
you: Know therefore, all. that's paſt 1 
freely forgive. F 4 

Gay. You cannot mean it / ſure; T am 
loſt in Wonder. 

Mel. Prepare yourſelf for more Wonder 
—You have another Friend in Maſquerade 
here: Mr. Cook, pray throw aſide your 
Diunkenrefacrand: make your ſober Ap- 
pearance Don't you know that Face, Sir? 

+» Cook. Ay, Maſter, what, have you 
forgot your Friend Dick, as you us'd ro 
A me ? 

Gay. More Wonder indeed! don t you 

by with my Father ? J 
Mel. 
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- Mel. Juſt after your hopeful Servant 


there had left me, comes this Man from 
Sir William with a Letter to me; upon 
which, being by that wholly convinced 


of your neceſſitous Condition, I invented, 
by the Help of Kitty and Mrs. Gadabout, 


this little Plot, in which your Friend Dick 


there has adted Miracles, reſolving to 
teaze you a little, that you might have a 
greater Reliſh. for a happy Turn in your 
Affairs. Now, Sir, read that Letter, and 
compleat your J ù ry... 


Gay. I Reads. Madam, I am Father to 
the unfortinate goung Man, who, „ II hear 
by a Friend of mine, that by my Deſire, has 
been a continual Spy upon him, is making his 
Addreſſes to ou; if he is ſo happy as to make 
himſelf agreeable to you, whoſe Character I 
am charm'd with, I ſhall own him with Joy 
for my Son, and forget bis fork mer Folks. 

1 am: Madam, Fl 
Vour moſt Humble Herrn . 
Witlian Gaylefs. 


P. S. I wil be Gans in Town myſelf to con- 
20 atulate his Reformation and Marriage. 


Oh, Meliſſa; this is too much; thus let 
me ſhew | my Thanks and Gratitude; | Kineel- 
ing, e raiſes him] for here 'tis only due. 
© Sharp. A ns MN a pions! a Ne- 
1 

Kitty. I have been Sir, a moſt barer 
| Enemy to you; bur: ſince you are likely 
to 


4 » * 


ya tl ous ou ra 
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to be a little more converſant with Caſh 
than you have been, I am now, with che. 
greateſt Sincerity, your molt obedient 
Friend and humble Servant. And I hope, 


Sir , all former Enmity will be forgotten. 


G h. Oh, Mrs. Pry, I have been too 
much indulged with Forgiveneſs myſelf 
not to forgive leſſer Offences in other 
People 

Sharp. Well then, Madam; 6 nce u 
Maſter has vouchſaf'd Pardon to your 
Handmaid Kitty, I hope n not hogs 
it to his Footman Timothy. | 
Mel. Pardon! for What? 

Sharp. Only for telling you about ten 
thouſind Lies, Madam, and, among 
the reſt, inſinuating Was your eme 
ue | 

Miel. I underſtand you; and can forgive 

any thing, Sharp, that was deſign'd for 
the Service of your Maſter; - and if Pry 
and you will follow. our Example, III 
give her a ſmall Fortune as a Reward for 
borh your Fidelities. 

Sharp. I fancy, Madam, tu / ould be 
betrer to half the ſmall Fortune between 
us, and keep us both ſingle; for as we 
thall live in the ſame Houſe, in all Pro- 
bability we may taſte the Comforts of 
Matrimony , and not be troubled with its 
Inconveniences. What ſay you Kitty? 
Kitty. Do you hear, Sharp, before you 


talk of the Comforts of Matrimony , taſte 


the 
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the Catnforts of a good Dinner, and re- 
cover your Fleſh a little; do, Puppy. 

Sbarp. The Devil backs her, that's 
certain; and I am no Match tor her at 
any Weapon. 

Mel. And now, Mr. Gepe, to has 
I have not provided for you by halves, let 
the Muſick prepare themſelves, and, with 
the are g ow the . 5 well 
have a Dance.. | 

Al. By all means, a Date: / | 

Gut. By all means a Dance—afeer Sup- 
per tho 

Sharp. Oh, beth Sie, "2.8 Fanper, firſt, 
or, Im ſure, 1 An t live el the Dance 
is finiſhed. ts 

Gay. Behold, Meliſſa, as * a 
Convert as ever Truth and Beauty made. 


The wild impetuous Sallies of my Yourh 


5 * 


are now blown over, and a moſt pleaſing. 


Calm of pocket: Happineſs u6cgeds. 
4 Thus Etna 8 Flames the: ———5 Earth 


; con ſume, 
T Bun aer, Heat makes LL Nature 
| bloom: _ 
So virtuous. Lows affords us ſpringing Joy, 
4 . vicious Tall ont, as they burn 
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/, © Dramatis Perſonae. 


A 


O'NEALE, KECKSY, 
WHITTLE, | Thomas, 


NEPHEW, 'FooTMAN, 


WOMEN. 


Widow BARRY. 


gpl "icy a. 1 400 Fe: 
I R 1 15 H . 1 D 0 W. 


| F. Feen , 
s c E N * A. Whittle s Houſe. 


Fe, 5 A T * 8 and Servant. 


WY Bu J be gone our? his card. tells me to 

come directly -I did but lock up 
ſome papers, take my hat and cane, and 
away I hurried: 

Serv. My 905 deſires 108 will ſit 
down, he will return immediately —he 
had ſome buſineſs with his lawyer, and 
went out in great haſte, leaving the meſ- 
ſage I have deliver d. Here is my young 
maſter. Exit Sa AN r. 


0 a! RR? Enter NE HEW. 


Bar. What lively Billy —hold, I boy 
your pardon—melancholy Wilham I think 
—here's a fine revolution—lL hear your 
Uncle, who was laſt month all gravity, 
and you all mirth, have chang'd charac- 
ters; he is now all ſpirit, and you are in 
the dumps, young man. 5 

Neph. 
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Neph. And for the ſame reaſon— This 


Journey to Scarborough will unfold the 
riddle. 

Bat. Come, come, in plain Englich, 
and before your Uncle comes—explain 
the matter.. 

Ne ph. In the firſt They 7 am undone. 


Bat. In love, I know I hope your Un- 
cle is not undone too that nn be 2 | 


devil! 

Nepb. He — 3 ab been on a him in 

every ſenſe. In ſhort, he came to Scar- 

borough to ſee the lady I had fallen in 

_ with - 
Bat. And fell in love himſelf? 

Nep. Yes, and with the ſame lady. 
Bat. That is the devil indeed! 


Neph. O, Mr. Bates! when I thought 


my happineſs complete, and wanted only 
my Uncle's conſent, to give me the inde- 
pendance he ſo. often has promis'd me, he 
came to Scarborough for that purpoſe; 
and wiſh'd me joy of my choice; but in 
leſs than a week, his approbation turned 
into a paſſion for her; he now hates the 
ſight of me, and is reſolv'd, with the 


© conſent | of the father, to make her his 


wife directly. . 

Bat. So he keeps you out of your for- 
tune, won't give his conſent, which his 
Brother's fooliſh will requires, and he 
would marry himſat the ſame woman, 

WA becauſe 


t 
h 
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becauſe right, title, conſcience, nature, 
- juſtice, and every law, An and human. 
are againſt it. 
Nepb. Thus he tricks me at once both 
of wife and fortune, without the leaſt 
want of either. | 

Bat. Well ſaid, friend Whittle! but it 
can't be, it ſhan't be, and it muſt not be 


in chains to be laugh'd at by che whole 
town if I can help it. | 

Neph. I am diſtracted, the Widow is 
diſtreſs'd, and we both ſhall run mad. 
Bot. A Widow too! 'gad a rer 
three ſcore and five! 

Neph. But ſuch a Widow! ſhe is now 
in town with her father, Who wants to 


get her off his hands; tis equal to him 


who has her, ſo ſhe is provided for—I 
hear ſomebody coming—l mult away to 


her lodgings, where ſhe waits for me to 


execute a ſcheme directly for our delivery. 

Bat. What is her name, Billy? 

Neph. Brady. 

Bat. Brady! is not ſhe Daughter to Sir 
Patrick O'Neale ? 

Neph. The ſame. _ She was ſacrific'd to 
the moſt ſenſeleſs, drunken proffigate in 
the whole country: He lived to run out 
his fortune, and the only advantage ſhe 
got from the union was, he broke that 

lil... OV and 


this is murder and robbery in the- 
ſtrongeſt ſenſe, and he ſhan't be hang'd 
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and his neck, before he had broke her 
heart. 

Bat. The affair of marriage is in this 
country put upon the eaſieſt footing ; 
there is neither love or hate in the matter; 
neceſſity brings them together; they are 
united at firſt for their mutual conve- 
nience, and ſeparated ever after for their 
particular pleaſures—O rare matrimony ! 
—Where does ſhe lodge? 1; 

Neph. In Pall-Mall, near the Hotel. 

Bat. Vil call in my way, and aſſiſt at 
the conſultation; I am for a bold ſtroke, 
if gentle methods ſhould fail, 

Neph. We have a plan, and a fpirited 

one, if my ſweet widow is able to go 
through i it pray let us have your friendly 
aſſiſtance ours is the cauſe of love and 
reaſon, 
Bat. Get you gone, with your love 
and reaſon, they ſeldom pull together 
now-a-days—T1l give your Uncle a doſe 
firſt, and then I'll meet you at the wi- 
dow's what ſays your Uncle's privy 
counſeller, Mr. Thomas, to this? 

Neph. He is greatly our friend, and will 
enter ſincerely into our ſervice—he is 
honeſt, ſenſible, ignorant and particular, 
a kind of half coxcomb, with a thorough 
good heart—bur he's hee 
Bat. Do you go about your buſineſs, 


21 leave the reſt 1 to me. [Exit NEPHEW. 
Enter 
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Euter Thomas. | 

Mr. Thomas, I am glad to ſee you; up- 
on my word you look charmingly—you 
wear well, Mr. Thomas. 

Thom. Which is a wonder, conſidering 
how times go, Mr. Bates,—they'll wear 
and tear me too, if I don't take care of 
myſelf: my old maſter has taken the 
neareſt way to wear himſelf out, and all 
that belong to him. 

Bat. Why ſurely this ſtrange ſtory about 
town is not true, that the old gentleman 
is fall'n in love? 

Thom. Ten times worſe than that! 

Bat. The devil! 

Thom. And his horns going to be 
married! 

Bat. Not if I can help it. 

Thom. You never ſaw ſuch an alter'd 
man in your born days! he's grown 
young again; he friſks, and prances, and 
runs about, as if he had a new pair of 
legs he has left off his brown camlet 
ſurtout, which he wore all ſummer, and 
now with his hat under his arm, he goes 
open breaſted, and he dreſſes, and powders, 
and ſmirks ſo, that you would rake him 
for the mad Frenchman in Bedlam - ſome- 
thing wrong in his upper ſtory—would 
you "think it?—he wants me to have a 
pig-tail! 

Bat. Than he is far gone indeed 
U 2 Thom. 
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Thows. As ſure as you are there, Mr. 


Bates, a pig-tail!—we have had ſad work 


about 1t—] made a com-promiſe with him, 
to wear theſe ruffled ſhirts which he gave 
me- but they ſtand in my way am not 


ſo liſtleſs with them tho' I have ty' d up 


my hands for him, I won't tie up my head, 
that I am reſolute. 

Bat. This it is to be in love, Thomas ? 

Thom. He may make free with himſelf, 
he ſhan't make a fool of me,—he has got 
his head into a bag, but I won't have a 
pig- tail tack d to mine and ſo I woo 
him | 

Bat. What did you wr him: Ws: 

Thom. Thar as I, and my father, and 
his father before me, had wore their own 
hair as heaven had ſend it, I thought my- 
ſelf rather too old to ſet up for a monkey 
at my time of life, and wear a pig-tail— 
he! he! he!—he took it. 

Bat. With a wry face, for it was worm- 
Wood. 
Thom. Ves, he was frump'd, and call 
me old block-head, and would not ſpeak 
ro me the reſt of the day but the next 
day he was at it again—he then put me 
into a paſſion—and I could not help tel- 
ling him, that J was an Engliſhman born, 
and had my prerogative as well as he, and 
that as long as I had breath in my body, 
J was for liberty, and a ſtrait head of ah 

at 
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Bat. Well ſaid . Than could not 
anſwer that. | 

Thom. The pooreſt man in England i is a 
match for the greateſt, if he will but ſtick 
to the laws of the land, and the ſtatue 
books, as they are deliver d down from 
us to our fore fathers. 

Bat. You are right we muſt lay our 
wits together, and drive the widow out 
of your old maſter's head, and put her 
into your young maſter's hands. 

Thom. With all my heart nothing can 
be more meritorious—marry at his years! 
what a terrible account would he make of 
it, Mr. Bates let me ſee—on the debtor 
ſide 65—and per contra creditor a buxom 
widow of 23.—He'll be a bankrupt ina 
fortnight—he! he! he! 

Bat. And ſo he would, Mr. Thomas— 
what have you got in your hand? 

Thom. A pamphlet my old gentleman 
takes in—he has lefr off buying hiſtories 
and religious pieces by numbers, as he 
us'd to do, and ſince he has got this 
widow in his head he reads nothing but 
the Amorous Repoſitory, Cupid's Revels, 
Call to Marriage, Hymen's Delights, 
Love lies a Bleeding, Love in the Suds, 
and ſuch like render compoſitions. 


Bat. Here he comes with all his folly | 
about b 


Va * Thom. 


310 TRE Inisn Wipow. 
Thom.” Ves, and the firſt fool from 


vanity-tair—Heav'n help us!—love turns 


man and woman ebe 
Exit THOMAS. 
Whit. ¶ without. Where i is he? where 

is my good friend? 5 


Enter . 


Ha! here he i is—give me your hand. 

Bat. I am glad to ſee Nan in ſuch ſpirits, 
my old gentleman. 

Whit. Not ſo old l man 
ought to be called old, friend Bates, if 
he is in health, ſpirits, and 


Bat. In his Lee T ſhould 


rather doubt, as | never ſaw you half ſo 
frolickſome in my life. 


Whit. Never too old to learn and, 
and if I don't make uſe of my philoſophy 


now, I may wear it out in twenty years 


l have been always banter'd as of too 
grave a calt—you know when I ſtudy'd at 
Lincoln's. Inn, they uſed to call me Young 
Wiſdom. 
Bat. And if they ſhould now call you 
Old Folly, it will be a much worſe name. 
Whit. No young jackanapes dares call 
me ſo, while I have this friend at my 


ſide touches his ſword.] 


Bat. A hero too! what in tlie: name of 


common ſenſe is come to you, my friend? 


-high . "= honour, a long 
ſword 
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ſword and a bag. - you want nothing but 
to be terribly in love, and then you may 
ſally forth knight of the Woetul Counte- 
nance, ha! ha! ha! 

Whit. Mr. Bates—the ladies who are 
the beſt judges of countenances, are not 
of your opinion; and unleſs you'll be a 
little ſerious, I muſt beg pardon for giving 
you this trouble, and I'Il open my mind 
to ſome more attentive friend. 

Bat. Well, come unlock then, you 
wild, handſome, vigorous young dog you 
I will pleaſe you if I can. 

Whit. I believe you never ſaw me look 
better, Frank, did you? 

Bat. O yes, rather better forty years 
a: 

” Whit. What when I was at Merchant 
Taylors School? 

Bat. At Lincoln's-Inn, Tom. 

Whit. It can't be—l never diſguiſe my 
age, and next February, I Thal be fifry- 
four. 
Bat. Fifty-four whyg am ſixty, and 
you always lick'd me at ſchool—tho' I be- 
lieve I could do as much for you now, 
and ecod I believe you deſerve it too. 

Whit. I tell you I am in my 55th year. 

Bat. O, you are—let me ſee—we were 
together at Cambridge, Anno Domini 25, 
which is near fifty years ago- you came 
to the college indeed ſurprizingly young, 

U 4 and 
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and what is more ſurprizing, by this cal- 
culation you went to ſchool before you 
was born———you was always a forward 
child. | 


Whit. I ſee there is no talking or con- 
ſulting with you in this humour, and ſo, 
Mr. Bates, when you are in remper to 
Thew leſs of your wit, and more of your 
friendſhip, I ſhall conſult with you. 

Bat. Fare you well my old boy—young 
fellow, I mean—when you have done 
ſowing your wild oats, , and have been 
bliſter'd into your right ſenſes; when you 
have half kill'd yourſelf with being a beau, 
and return to your woollen caps, flannel 
waiſtcoats, worſted ſtockings, cork ſoles, 
and gallochies, I am at your ſervice again; 
ſo bon jour to you, Monſieur Fifty-four, 
ha! ha! 5 E IkErit. 
Mbit. He has certainly heard of my 
affair but he is old and peeviſh—he 
wants ſpirit, and ſtrength of conſtitution 
to conceive my happineſs—lI am in love 
with the widow, and muſt have her: 
Every man knows his own wants—let the 
world laugh, and my friends ſtare; let 
em call me imprudent, and mad if they 
pleaſe I live in good times, and among 
people of faſhion, ſo none of my neigh- 
bours, thank heaven, can have the aſ- 
ſurance to laugh at me. 


Enter 
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Keck. What, my friend Whittle! joy! 
joy to you old boy you are going, a go. 
ing! a going! a fine widow has bid for 
you, and will have you—hah, friend? 
all for the beſt there is nothing like it 
—hugh! hugh! hugh !—a good wife is a 
good "thing, and a young one is a better 
—hah—who's afraid? If I had not lately 
married one, I ſhould have been at death's 
door by this time—hugh! hugh! hugh! 

Mbit. Thank, thank you friend !—1I 
was coming to adviſe with you—l am got 
into the pound again—in love up to the 
ears —a fine woman, faith, and there's no 
love loſt between us am l right, friend? 

Keck. Right! ay, right as my leg, Tom! 
Life's nothing without love —hugh! hugh! 
I'm happy as the day's long! my wife 
loves gadding, and I can't ſtay at home, 
ſo we are both of a mind—ſhe's every 
night at one or other of the garden places; 
but among friends, I am a little afraid of 
the damp; hugh ! hugh hugh! ſhe has 
got an Iriſh gentleman, a kind of couſin 
of her's, to take care of her; a fine fel- 
low; and ſo good- natur d—It is a vaſt 
comfort to have ſuch a friend in a family! 
Hugh! hugh! hugh! 

_ Whit. You are a bold man, couſin 
Keckſey. 


Keck. 
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Keck. Bold! ay to be ſure; none but 
the brave deſerve the eee hugh! 
hugh! who's afraid! _ 

Whit. Why your wife is few feet ten. 

Keck. Without her ſhoes. I hate your 
little ſhrimps; none of your lean meagre 
French frogs for me; I was always fond of 
the majeſtic; give me a ſlice of a good 
Engliſh ſurloin; cut and come again; 
hugh! bugh! hugh! that's my taſte! 

Mbit. Im glad you have ſo good a 
ſtomach—and ſo you would adviſe me to 
marry the Widow directly? 

Keck. To be ſure - you have not a mo- 
ment to loſe: I VOIR mind what the 


poet ſays, 


*Tis folly to bo fe time, | 
When man is in his prime: 


Hugh! hugh! hugh! | 

Whit. Wy have an ugly cough, couſin. 

Keck. Marriage is the beſt lozenge for it. 

Whit. Lou have rais'd me from the 
dead—l am glad you came — Frank Bates 
had almoſt killed me with his jokes - but 
you have comforted me, and we will 
walk thro' the Park; and I will carry you 
to the widow in Pall-mall. 

Keck. With all my heart—I'll raiſe her 
ſpirits, and your's roo—courage, Tom 
come along—who's afraid? I[Exeunt. 


SCENE 


and thank him for 3 it; and then.— 
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SCENE the Wipow's Lodgings. 


Hater Wioow, NEPHEW, and BATES. 


Bat. Indeed, madam, there is no other 
way bur to caſt off your real character, 
and aſſume a feign'd one; it is an extra- 
ordinary occaſion, and requires extraordi- 
nary meaſures; pluck up a ſpirit, and do 


it for the honour of your ſex. 


Neph. Only conſider, my ſweet Widow, 
that our all is at ſtake. 

Mid. Could T bring my heart to act 
contrary to its feelings, would not you 
hare me for being a hypocrite, tho' it is 


done for your ſake? 


Neph. Could I think myſelf capable of 
ſuch ingratitule 
Wid. Don't make fine ſpeeches; you 


men are ſtrange creatures, you turn our 
heads to your - purpoſes, and then deſpiſe 


us for the folly you teach us; tis hard to 
aſſume a character contrary to my diſpoſi- 
tion; I cannot get rid of my unfaſhionable 


prejudices, till I have been married in 
England ſome time, and liv'd among my 


betters. 


Neph. Thou charming adorable woman! 


what ſhall we do then? I never nin 


a fortune till this moment. 
id. Could we live upon affection, 1 
would give your fortune to your Uncle, 


Nepb. 
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Neph. What then, my ſweet Widow? 


Mid. I would deſire you to run away 
with me as faſt as you can—what a pity 
it is, that this money, which my heart 
deſpiſes, ſhould hinder its happineſs, or 
that for want of a few dirty acres, a poor 
woman muſt be made miſerable, and ſa- 
crificed twice to thoſe who have them. 

Neph. Heaven forbid! theſe exquilite 
ſentiments. endear you more to me, and 
diſtract me with the dread of loſing you. 

Bat. Young folks; let an old man, who 
is not quite in lava, and yet will admire 
a fine woman to the day of his death, 
throw in a little advice among your flames 
and darts. 

Wid. Tho' a woman, 2 widow, and in 
love too, I can hear reaſon, Mr. Bates. 

Bat. And that's a wonder—you have 
no time to loſe; for want of a jointure 
you are ſtill your father's ſlave; he is ob- 
ſtinate, and has promis'd you to the old 
man: Now, madam, if you will not riſe 
ſuperior to your ſex's weakneſs, to ſecure 
a young fellow inſtead of an old one, 
your eyes are a couple of hypocrites. | 

Wid. They are a couple of traytors I'm 
ſure, and have led their miſtreſs into a 
toil, from which all her wit cannot re- 
leaſe her. 

Neph. But it can, if you will but exert 


it; my Uncle ador d and fell in love with 
you 
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ou for your beauty, ſoftneſs, and almoſt 
ſpeechleſs reſerve. Now, if amidſt all 
his rapturous ideas of your delicacy, you 
would bounce upon him a wild, ranting, 
buxom widow; he will grow ſick of his 
bargain, and give me a fortune to take 
you off his hands. 
Wid. I ſhall make a very bad actreſs. 
Neph. Vou are an excellent mimic; aſ- 
ſume but the character of your Iriſh fe- 
male neighbour in the country, with 
which you aſtoniſh'd us ſo agreeably at 
Scarborough; you will frighten my Uncle 
into terms, and do that for us, which 
neither my love, nor your virtue, can 
accompliſh without it. 
id. Now for a al 4 
ſtrong brogue fait and trot, if you will 
be after bringing me before the old Jontle- 
man, if he loves muſick, I will trate his 
ears with a little of the brogue, and ſome 
dancing too into the bargain, if he loves 
capering—O bleſs me! my heart fails me, 
and I am frighten'd out of my wats; I can 
never go thro' it. 
[NE PE EW and BATES both laugh. 


Nevnzw, kneeling and kiſſing ber hond. 


O tis admirable! love himſelf inſvices 
you, and weſhall Fapguers what ſay you, 
Mr. Bates? 

Bat. 
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Bat. I'll inſure you ſucceſs; I can ſcarce 
believe my own ears; ſuch a tongue and 
a brogue would make Hercules tremble at 


five-and-twenty ; bur away, away, and 


give him the firſt broadſide in the Park; 
there you'll find him _— with that 
old cuckold, Keckſy. 


Mid. Bur will my dreſs * che charac- 


ter I play? 
' Neph. The very things is your retinue 
ready, and your part got by heart? 


Wid. All is ready; 'tis an act of deſpair 


to puniſh folly, and reward merit: tis 
the laſt effort of pure honourable love; 
and if every woman would exert the ſame 
ſpirit for the ſame out- of. faſhion rarity, 
there would be leſs buſineſs for Doctors 


Commons: Now let the criticks laugh at 


me if they dare. [Evit with ſpirit. 
Neph. Brava! braviſſima! ſweet Wi- 

dow! e kErit after her. 

Bat. Huzza! huzza! [Exit. 


SCENE, the Park. 
Enter WIT T LE and KECKSY. 
Mbit. Les, yes, ſhe is Iriſh, but fo 
modeſt, ſo mild, and ſo tender, and juſt 
enough of the accent to give a peculiar 


ſweetneſs to her words, which drop from 


her 1 in monaſyllables, with ſuch a delicate 
W reſerve, 
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reſerve, that I ſhall have all the comfort, 
without the impertinence of a wife. 5 

Keck. There our taſte differs, friend; I 
am for a lively ſmart girl in my houſe, 
hugh! hugh! to keep up my ſpirits, and 
make me merry; I don't admire dumb 
waiters, not I, no ſtill-life for me; I love 
their prittle prattle, ir ſets me to ſleep, 
and I can take a found nap while my Sally 
and her couſin are running and playing 

abour the houſe like young cats. 

Whit. I am for no cats in my houſe; I 
cannot ſleep with a noiſe; the Widow 
was made on purpoſe for me; ſhe is fo 
baſhful, has no acquaintance, and ſhe 
never, old ſtir out of doors, if her 
friends were not afraid of a conſumption, 
and ſo force her into the air: Such a de- 
licate creature! you ſhall ſęe her; you 
were always for a tall, chattering, friſky 
wench; now for my part I am with the 
old ſaying, 

Wife a mouſe, . 
Quiet houſe; 
Wife a cat, 
 Dreadſul that. 


Keck. I don't care for your ſayings — 
who's afraid? 

Whit. There goes Bates, let us avoid 
him, he will only be joking with us; 
when I have taken a ſerious: thing into 

| my 
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my head, 1 can't bear to have it laugh'd 
out again. This way, friend Keckſy 
what have we got here? 


Keck. [looking out.] Some fine prancing 


wench, with her lovers and footmen 


about her; ſhe's a gay one by her mo- 


Hoa -: >; | | 

Whit. Were ſhe not ſo flaunting, I 
ſhould take it for—No, it is impoſſible; 
and yet is not that my Nephew with her? 
I forbad him ſpeaking to her; it can't be 
the Widow; I hope it is not. 


Enter Wip ow followed by NEPHEw, three 

.FooOTMEN, and à black Boy. 
Mid. Don't bother me, young man, 
with your darts, your cupids, and your 
pangs; if you had half of em about you, 
that you ſwear you have, they would 
have cur'd you, by killing you, long 
ago. Would you have me faitleſs to your 
Uncle, hah! young man? Was not I fait- 
ful ro you, 'till I was order'd to be faitful 
to him? but I muſt know more of your 
Engliſh ways, and live more among the 
Engliſh Ladies, to learn how to be faitful 
to two at a time—and ſo there's mw an- 
ſwer for you. 

Neph. Then I know my relief, for I 
cannor live without you. | [Extt. 

Wid. Take what relief you plaſe, young 
Jontleman, what have I to do with dat? 


He 
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He is certainly mad, or out of his ſenſes, 
for he ſwears he can't live without me, 
and yet he talks of killing himſelf? how 
does he make out dat? If a countryman 
of mine had made ſuch a blunder, they 
would have pur it into all the news-papers, 
and Falkner's Journal beſide; but an Eng- 
liſhman may look over the hedge, while 
an Iriſhman muſt not ſtale a horſe. 

Keck, Is this the Widow, friend Whit- 
tle? 

Whit. I don't know [ ſighing] it is, and 
it is not. 

Wid. Your ſervant, Mr. Whittol; I wiſh 
you would ſpake to your Nephew not to 
be whining and dangling after me all day 
in his green coat like a parrot: It is not 
for my reputation that he ſhould follow 
me about like a beggar-man, and alk me 
for what J had given him long ago, but 
have ſince beſtow'd upon you, Mr. Whit- | 
rol. 

Whit, He is an impudent beggar, one 
ſhall be really ſo, for his diſobedience. 

Wid. As he can't live without me, you 
know, it will be charity to ſtarve him: 1 
wiſh the poor young man dead with all 
my heart, as he thinks it will do him a 
'grate dale of good. =— 

Keck. to WHITTLE» ] She is tender, 
indeed! and I think ſhe has the brogue 
a lictle—hugh! hugh! 

Vol. III. RE | Whit. 
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Whit. Tis Gromger: to 27 than ever I 
heard it. ' [ftaring. 

Wid. And are you now talking of m 
brogue? It is always the moſt fulleſt when 
the wind is aeſterly; it has the ſame ef- 
fect upon me, as upon ſtammering people 
they can't ſpake for their impediment, 
and my tongue is fix d ſo looſe in my 
mouth, I can't ſtop it for the life of me. 

. Whit. What a terrible misfortune, friend 
Keckſy! 
Keck. Not at all; the more rongue the 
better, ſay l. 
Wid. When the wind changes I have 
no brogue at all, at all. But come, Mr. 
Whittol, don't let us be vulgar, and talk 
of our poor relations: It is impoſſible to 
be in this metropolis of London, and have 
any thought bur of Operas, Plays, Maſ- 
querades, and Pantaons, to keep up one's 
ſpirits in the winter; and Ranelagh, Vaux- 
hall, and Marybone fireworks to cool and 
refreſh one in the ſummer. La! la! la! 
lings. 
Whit. I proteſt ſhe puts me into 2 
| ſweat; we ſhall have a mob about us. 

Keck, The more the merrier, I ſay 
who's afraid ? 

Wid. How the people ſtare! as if they 
never ſaw a woman's face before; but 
my vivacity has got the better of my good 
manners. This, I ſuppoſe, this ſtrange 

gentle 
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gentleman, is a near friend and relation, 


and as ſuch, notwithſtanding his apparance, 
IJ ſhall always trate him, though I might 
diſlike him upon a nearer acquaintance. 
Keck. Madam, you do me honour; I 
like your frankneſs, and I like your per- 
ſon, and I envy my friend Whittle, and 
af you were not engaged, and I were not 
married, I would endeavour to make my- 
ſelf agreeable to you, that I would 
hugh! hugh! Tz 
Wid. And indeed, Sir, it would be 
very agraable to me; for if I ſhould hate 
you as much as I did my firſt dare huſ- 
band; I ſhould always have the comfort, 


that in all human probability, my tor- 


ments would not laſt long. 

Keck. She utters ſomething more than 
monoſyllables, friend; this is better than 
bargain: She has a fine bold way of 


talking. 


ö \ 

Whit. More bold than welcome! I a 
ſtruck all of a heap! | 

Wid. What are' you low ſpirited, my 
dare Mr. Whittol? When you were at 
Scarborough, and winning my affections, 
you were all mirth and gaiety; and now 
you have won me, you are as thoughtful 
about it as if we had been married ſome 


time. | 


Whit. Indeed, Madam, I can't but ſay 


I am a little thoughtful e take it by 


X 3 | turns; 
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turns; you were very ſorrowful a month 
ago for the loſs of your huſband, and that 
you could dry up your tears ſo ſoon, na- 
turally makes me a little thoughtful. 

Wid. Indeed, I could dry up my tears 
for a dozen abends when I were ſure 
of having a tirteenth like Mr. Whittol; 
that's very natural ſure both in England 
and Dublin roo. 

Keck, She won't die of a conſumption; 
ſhe has a fine full-ron'd voice, and you'll 
be very happy, Tom. —Hugh! hugh! 

Whit. O yes, very happy. aide. 

Wid. But come don't let us be me- 
lancholy before the time: I am ſure I 
have been mop'd up for a year and a half 
I was oblig'd ro mourn for my firſt huf- 
band, that I might be ſure of a ſecond; 
and my father kept my ſpirits in ſubjec- 
tion, as the beſt receipt, he ſaid, for 
changing a widow into a wife; but now I 
have my arms and legs at liberty, I muſt 
and will have my ſwing; now I am out of 
my cage I could dance two nights to- 
gether, and a day too, like any ſinging 
bird; and I'm in ſuch ſpirits that I have 
got rid of my father, I could fly over the 
moon without wings, and back again, 
before dinner. Bleſs my eyes, and don't 
I ſee there Miſs Nancy O Flarty, and her 
brother, Captain O'Flarty? He was one 
of my dying at * 

ave 
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have a very grate regard for him, and 
muſt make him a little miſerable with my 
happineſs | curtſeys.] Come along Skips, 
to the ſervants] don't you be goſtring 


there; ſhew your liveries, and bow to 


your maſter that is to be, and to his 
friend, and hold up your heads, and trip 
afrer me as lightly as if you had no legs 
to your feet. I ſhall be with you again, 
Jontlemen, in the crack of a fan—O, Tl 
have a huſband, ay marry. [ Exit ſinging. 
Keck. A fine buxom widow, faith! no 
acquaintance—delicate reſerve—mopes at 
home-—forc'd into the air—inclin'd to a 
conſumption What a deſcription you 


gave of your wife! why ſhe beats my 


Sally, Tom. 

Whit. Ves, and ſhe'll beat me if I don't 
take care! What a change is here! I muſt 
turn about, or this will turn my head: 
Dance for two nights together, and leap 
over the moon! you ſhall dance and leap 
by yourſelf that I'm reſolv'd. | 

Keck, Here ſhe comes again; it does 
my heart good to ſee her You are in 
luck, Tom. 

Whit. Td give a finger to be out of 
ſuch luck, | 


ys Wi ow, oc. 


Wid. Ha! ha! ha! the poor Captain is 


marched off in a fury: He can't bear to 
| X 3 hear 


326 Tar IRISH WiDow. 


hear that the town has capitulated to you, 


Mr. Whittol. I have promiſed to intro- 


duce him to you: He will make one of 


my danglers to take a little exercife with 
me, when you take your nap in the 


afrernoon. 

Mbit. You ſhan't catch me napping; I 
aſſure you. What a diſcovery and eſcape 
I have made! I am in a ſweat with the 
thoughts of my danger! 

Keck. I proteſt, Couſin, there goes my 
wife, and her friend Mr. Mac Brawn. 
What a fine ſtately couple they are! I 


muſt after em, and have a laugh with 
them —now they giggle, and walk quick, 


that I mayn't overtake *em. Madam, your 
ſervant. You're a happy man, Tom. 
Keep up your ſpirits, old boy. Hugh! 
hugh !—who's afraid! [Exit. 

id. I know Mr. Mac Brawn extremely 
well—He was very intimate at our houfe, 
in my firſt huſband's time; a great com- 
fort he was to me to be ſure! He would 
very often leave his claret and companions 
for a little converſation with me: He was 
bred at the Dublin Univarſity, and being 
a very deep ſcholar, has fine talents for 
a tate a tate. 

Whit. She knows him too! 1 ſhall have 
my houſe overrun with the Mac Brawns, 
O'Shoulders, and the blood of the Back- 
wells: Lord have mercy upon me! 

1926 | Wid. 
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Wid. Pray, Mr. Whittol, is that poor 
ſpindle legg'd crater of a couſin of your's, 
lately married? ha! ha! ha! I don't pity 
the poor crater his wife, for that agraable 
cough of his will ſoon. reward her: for all 
her ſufferings. 

Whit. What a delivery! a reprieve hes 


fore the knot was tied. [afide.] 


Wid. Are you unwell, Mr. Whittol? 1 
ſhould be ſorry you would fall ſick be- 
fore the happy day. Your being in danger 
afterwards would be a great conſolation 
ro me, becauſe I ſhould have the plat 
ſure of nurſing you myſelf. 
_ White. I hope never to give yaw: that 
trouble, Madam. | | 

Wid. No trouble at all, at all; I aſſure- 
you, Sir, from my ſoul, that I ſhall take 
great delight i in the occaſion. 

Whit. Indeed, Madam, I believe it. 
Mid. I dont care how ſoon, the ſooner 
the better ; and the more danger the more 
honour; I ſpake from my heart. 

Whit. And ſo do I from mine, 88 

[/ighs. ] 

Wid. But don't let us think of future 
pleaſure, and neglect the preſent ſatisfac- 
tion. My mantua-maker is waiting for 
me to chuſe my clothes, in which I ſhall 
forget the ſorrows of Mrs. Brady, in the 
joys of Mrs. Whittol. Tho' I have no 


fortune myſelf, I ſhall bring a tolerable 
X 4 one 
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one to you, in debts, Mr. Whittol, and 
which | will pay you tinfold in tinderneſs; 
your deep purſe, and my open heart, will 
make us the envy of the little grate ones, 
and the grate little ones; the people of 
quality with no ſouls, and grate fouls 
with no caſh at all. I hope you'll meet 
me at the Pantaon this evening. Lady 
Rantiron, and her daughter, Miſs Nettle- 
down, and Nancy Tittup, with half a 
dozen Maccaroonies, and two Savoury 
Vivers, are to take me there, and we 
propoſe a grate dale of chat and merri- 
ment, and dancing all night, and all other 
kind of recreations. I am quite another 
kind of a crater, now I am a bird in the 
fields; I can junket about a week to- 
gether; I have a fine conſtitution, and 


am never moleſted with your naſty va- 


pours; are you ever troubled with va- 
pours, Mr. Whittol? 
Mbit. A little now and then, Madam. 


W:id. III rattle em away like ſmoke! 


there are no vapours where I come; I hate 
your dumps, and your nerves, and your 
megrims; and I had much rather break 
your reſt with a little racketting, than 


let any thing get into your head that 


ſhould not be there, Mr. Whittol? - 
Whit. I will take care that nothing 
ſhall be in my head, but what ought to 
be there: What a deliverance? {[afide.] 
BHS h C W1DOW. 
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Wipow. [Looking at her watch.] 


Bleſs me! how the hours of the clock 
creep away when we are plas'd with our 
company : but I muſt lave you, for there 
are half a hundred people waiting for me 
ro pick your pocket, Mr. Whittol; and 
there is my own brother, Lieutenant 
O'Neale, is to arrive this morning, and 
he is ſo like me, you would not know us 
aſunder when we are together; you will 
be very fond of him, poor lad! he lives 
by his wits, as you do by your fortune, 
and ſo you may aſſiſt one another. Mr. 
Whittol, your obadient, till we meet at 
the Pantaon. Follow me, e and 
Skips do you follow him. 


Pomp. The Baccararo whiteman no let 
blacky boy go firſt after you —— they 
pull and pinch me. 


Foorm. It is a ſhame, your Ladyſhip, 
that a. black negro ſhould rake place of 
Engliſh chriſtians we can't follow: him 
indeed. 


Mid. Then you may follow one another 
out of my ſarvice; if you follow me, you 
ſhall follow him, for he ſhall go before 
me; can't I make him your ſuperior, as 
the laws of the land have made him your 
aqual? therefore reſign as faſt as you 
plaſe, you ſhan't oppoſe government and 


0p your places too, that is nor good 
| politicks 
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politicks in England or Ireland either, ſo 
come along Pompay, be after going be- 
fore me Mr. Whittol, moſt tinderly 
your's. Exit. 

Whit. Moſt tinderly your's! [ mimicks 
ber.] Ecod I believe you are, and any 
body's elſe; O what an eſcape have I had! 
But how ſhall I clear myſelf of this buſi- 


neſs? I'Il ſerve her as I would bad money, 


put her off into other hands: My Nephew 


is fool enough to be in love with her, 
and if I give him a fortune he'll take the 
good and the bad together—he ſhall do ſo 
or ſtarve. P11 ſend for Bates directly, con- 
feſs my folly, aſk his pardon, ſend him 
to my Nephew, write and declare off 


with the Widow, and ſo ger rid of her 


tinderneſs as * as I can. [ Exit. 


END Or THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 


0 
0 
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ACT II. 
A Room in WHiTTLE's Houſe. 


Enter BATES, and NEPHE w. 


NEePHEw [taking him by the hand.] 
WE are bound to you for ever, Mr. 


Bates; I can ſay no more; words 
but ill expreſs the real feelings of the 
hearr. 
Bat. T know you are a good lad, or 1 
would not have meddled in the matter, 
but the buſineſs is not yet compleated till 
Signatum & Sigillatum. 

Neph. Let me fly to the Widow, and 
tell her how proſperouſly we go on. ; 
Bat. Don't be in a hurry, young man; 
ſhe is not in the dark I aſſure you, nor 
has ſhe yet finiſh'd her part; ſo capital an 
actreſs, ſhould not be idle in the laſt act. 
Neph. IT could wiſh that you would let 
me come into my Uncle's propoſal at 
once, without vexing him farther. _ 
Bat. Then I declare off; thou filly 
young man, are you to be dup'd by your 
own weak good nature, and his worldly 
craft; this does not ariſe from his N. 
an 
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and juſtice to you, but from his own mi- 
ſerable ſituation; he muſt be tortur'd into 
juſtice; he ſhall not only give up your 
whole eſtate, which he is loth to part 
with, but you muſt now have a premium 
for agreeing to your own happineſs; what 
ſhall your widow, with wit and ſpirit, 
that would do the greateſt honour to our 
ſex, go thro' her taſk chearfully, and 
ſhall your courage give way, and be out- 
done by a woman's ?—hkie for ſhame! 
| _ Nepb. I beg your pardon, Mr. Bates; I 
will follow your directions; be as hard 
hearted as my Uncle, and vex his body 
and mind for the good of his foul. 

Bat. That's a good child, and remem- 
ber that your own and the Widow's fu- 
ture happineſs depends upon your both 
going through this buſineſs with ſpirit ; 
make your Uncle feel for himſelf, that 
he may do juſtice to other people. Is the 
Widow ready for the laſt experiment ? 


| Neph. She is; but think what anxiety I 


ſhall feel, while ſhe is in danger? 
Bat. Ha! ha! ha! ſhe'll be in no 
danger; beſides, ſhan't we be ar hand to 
aſſiſt her; hark! I hear him coming; III 
probe his callous heart to the quick; and 
if we are not paid for our trouble, ſay 
I am no politician; fly—now we ſhall 
— [Exit NEPHEW. 
4 Enter 
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| | Enter WHITTLE. :: 

Well, Mr. Bates, have you talk'd wich 
my Nephew, is not me aſhes ache at the 
propoſal? 

Bat. The demon of diſcord. has bel 
among you, and has untun'd the whole 
family; you have ſcrew'd him too high; 
the young man is out of his ſenſes, I 
think, he ſtares and mopes about, and 
ſighs; looks at me indeed, but gives very 
abſurd anſwers; I don't like hin. 

Whit. What is the matter think you? 

Bat. What I have always expected; 
there is a crack in your family, and you 


take it by turns! you have had it, and 


now transfer it to your Nephew, which, 
to your ſhame be it ſpoken, is. the only 
transfer you have ever made him. 


Whit. But am not I going to do him 


more than juſtice ? 

Bat. As you have done him much leſs 
than juſtice bicherto, ar can't begin too 
ſoon. | 
Whit. Am notT going to give him the 
lady he likes, and which I was going to 
marry myſelf? 

Bat. Yes, that is, you are raking « a 
perpetual bliſter off your own back, 
clap it upon his; what a tender Uncle 
you are? 

Whit. But you don't conſider the eſtats 
which I ſhall give him. 

Bat. 


2 — m9 - 
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Bat. Reſtore to him you mean—'tis his 


own, and you ſhould have given it up 


long ago; you muſt do more, or old nick 
will have you; your Nephew won't take 
the Widow off your hands without a for- 
tune; throw him ten thouſand into the 
bargain. 

Whit. Indeed but I ſhan't; he ſhall run 
mad, and I'll-marry her myſelf, rather 
than do that; Mr. Bates, be a true friend, 
and ſooth my Nephew to conſent to my 
propoſal 

Bat. You have I] the fiend, and 
ought to lay him; however, III do my 
beſt for you; when the head is turn'd, 
nothing can bring it right again, ſo ſoon 
as ten thouſand eee ſhall I promiſe 
_ you? 

* III ſooner go to Bedlam myſelf. 

[Exit BATES. 

Whit. Why I am in a worſe condition 
than 1 was before! If this Widow's father 
will not let me be off without providing 
for his daughter, I may loſe a great ſum 
of money, and none of us be the better 
for it: My Nephew half mad; myſelf 
half ed and no remedy for either 
of us. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Sir Patrick O'Neale is come to wait 


. would you pleaſe to ſee him? 
Whit. 
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Whit. By all means, the very perſon I 
wanted, don't let him wait. 

5 [Exit SERVANT. 
I wonder if he has ſeen my letter to 
the Widow: I will found him by degrees, 
that I may be ſure of my mark, beets I 
| ſtrike the blow. 


. Enter Sir PA RIC Kk. 
Sir Patr. Mr. Whizzle, your humble 
ſarvant; it gives me grate pleaſure, that 
an old Jontleman of your property, will 
have the honour of being united with the 
family of the O' Neale's; we have been 
too much Jontlemen, not to ſpend our 
eſtate, as you have made vourſelf a kind 
of Jontleman by getting one; one runs 
out one way, and t'other runs in another, 
which makes them both meet at laſt, and 
kongs up the ballance of Europe. - 
Mbit. I am much oblig'd to you, Sir 


Patrick; I am an old gentleman, you lay 


true; and I was thinking 
Sir Patr. And I was winkihg if you 


were ever ſo old, my daughter can't make 


you young again; {he has as fine rich tick 


blood in her veins, as any in all Ireland. 

I wiſh you had a ſwate crater of a daughter 

like mine, that we might make a double 

croſs of it. 

Mbit. That would be a FRY P'S croſs in- 

deed! | e 5: 7 a. 
5 Sir 


ö 
N 
ö 
| 
| 


as I own I have great demerits 
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Sir Patr. Tho! I was miſerable enough 
with my firſt wife, who had the devil of 
a ſpirit, and the very model of her daugh- 
ter, yet a brave man never ſhrinks from 
danger, and 1 may have better ines, an- 
other time. 

Mbit. Yes but I am no beser man, Sir 
Papticls; and I begin ro ſhrink already. 

Sir Party. I have bred her up in great 
ſubjection; ſhe is as tame as a young colt, 
and as tinder as a ſucking chicken; you 
will find her a true Jontle woman, and ſo 
knowing, that you can tache her nothing; 
ſhe brings every thing but money, and 
you have enough of that, if you have 
nothing elſe, and that is Wen 1 _ r 
ballance of things. 

Mbit. But I have been e . 
daughter 8 — ne and my great 
age | 150 
rn Parr. She! is a a 0 1 
would venture to ſay that, if I was not 
her father. 

Whit. I fay, Sir, as I have been con- 
fidering your daughter's great deſerts, and 


D 


Sir Patr. To be ſure you have, but 


you can't help that; and if my daughter 
was to mention any thing of a fleering at 


your age, or your ſtingineſs, by the bal- 
lance of power but I would make her re- 


pats it-a hundred times to your face,” to 
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make her aſham'd of it; but mum, old 
gentleman, the devil a word of your in- 
Armiries will ſhe touch upon; I have 
brought her up to ſoftneſs, and to gentle- 
neſs, as a kitten to new milk; ſhe will 
ſpake nothing but no, and yes, as if ſhe 
were dumb; and no tame rabbit or pi- 
geon. will keep houſe, or be more inga- 
nious with her needle and rambourine. 

Fit. She is vaſtly altered then, ſince 
I ſaw her laſt, or I have loſt my ſenſes, 
and in either caſe, we had much better, 
ſince I mult ſpeak plain, not come to- 
oether 

Sir Patr. Till you are married, you 
mean—with all my heart, ir is the more 
oentale for that, and like our family: I 
never ſaw lady O'Nale, your mother-in- 
law, who poor crater is dead, and can 
never be a mother-in-law again, ill the 
week before I married her, and I did not 
care if | had never ſeen her then, which 
is a comfort too in cale of death, or 
other accidents in life. 

Whit. But you don't underſtand. me, 
Sir Patrick I fay 

Sir Patr. I ſay, how can that be, when 
we both ſpake Engliſh. : 

Whit. But you miſtake my meaning, 
and don't comprehend me. 

Sir Patr. Then you don't comprehend 
yourſelf, Mr. Whizzle, and I have not 

Vol. III. Y the 
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| the gift of prophecy, to find out after you 


have ſpoke, what never was in you. 


Whit. Let me intreat you to artend ro 


me a little. 8 

Sir Patr. I do attend „ man; 1 r t in- 
- you—out with it. 

- hit. Your daughter 

Sir Patr. Your wife that f is to be. Go 
on- 

Mbit. My wiſe that is not to be 
Zounds! will you hear me? 

Sir Patr. To be, or not to be, is that 
the queſtion? I can ſwear too, if it wants 
a little of that. | | 

"Whit. Dear Sir Patrick hear 1 me. I con- 
Foſs myſelf unworthy of her; I have the 
greareſt regard for'you, Sir Patrick; I 
ſhould think myſelf honour'd by being in 
your family, but there are many reaſons— 

Sir Patr. To be ſure there are many 
reaſons, why an old man ſhould nor 


marry a young woman; but that was your 


buſineſs and not mine. 


Whit. I have wrote a letter to your 


daughter, which 1 was in hopes you had 
ſeen, and had brought me an anſwer to ir. 
Sir Pat.. What the devil, Mr. Whizzle, 
do you make a letter-porter of me? Do 
you imagine, you dirty fellow, with your 
caſh, that Sir Patrick O'Nale would carry 
your letters; I would have you know 
that I — 3 and all that belong 
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to em; nor would I carry a letter to the 
King, Heaven bleſs him, wales it came 
from mylelf. 

Whit. But, dear 5 Patrick, dont 40 
in a paſſion for nothing. 

Sir Patr. What is it works to make a 
penny poſt-man of me? Bur Ill go to my 
daughter directly, for J have not ſeen her 
to-day, and if I find that you have written 
any thing that I won't underſtand, I ſhall 
take it as an affront to my Emily, and 

ou ſhall either let our the noble blood 
of the O'Nales, or I will ſpill the laſt 
drop of the red puddle of the Whizzles. 
Going and returns. ] Harkee, you Mr. 
Whizzle, Wheezle, Whiſtle, what's your 
name? You muſt nor ſtir till I come back; 
if you offer to ate, drink, or ſleep, till 


my honour is ſatisfy'd, will be the worſt 


male you ever took in your life; you had 
better faſt a year, and die at the end of 
ſix months, than dare to lave your houſe. 
So now, Mr. Wbeerle, 23 are to do as 


you plaſe. [ Exit. 
VVhit. Now the devil is at work indeed! 


If ſome miracle don't fave me, I ſhall run 


mad like my Nephew, and have a long 
Iriſh ſword through me into the bargain. 
While I am in my ſenſes I won't have the 
woman; and therefore he that is out of 
them ſhall have her, if I give half my ler. 


tune to make the match. Thomas 
Y 2 | [Enter 
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Enter THO M As.] Sad work, Thomas! 


Thom. Sad work, indeed! why would 


you think of marrying? 3 1 Ee, what it 
would come to. 

Mphit. Why, what is it come to? 

Thom. It is in all the papers. 

Whit. So much the better; then no bo- 
dy will believe ir. 

Thom. But they come to me to enquire, 

_ Whit. And you contradi& it. 

Thom. What ſignifies that; I was telling 
Lady Gabble's foorman at the door juſt 
now, that it was all a lye, and your Ne- 
phew looks our of the two-pair of-ſtair's 
window, with eyes all on fire, and tells 
the whole ſtory ; upon that, there gather'd 
ſuch a mob! 

bit. I ſhall be murder'd, and have my 
Houſe pull'd down into the bargain! 

| Thom. It is all quiet again. I told them 
the young man was out of his ſenſes, and 
that you were out of town, ſo they went 
away quietly, and ſaid they would come 
and mob you another time. | 

Whit. Thomas, what ſhall I do? 

Thom. Nothing you have done, if you 
will have matters mend. 

Mbit. I am out of my depth, and you 
won t lend me your hand to draw me out. 

Thom. You were out of your depth to 
Fall in Jove; ſwim away as faſt as you can, 
you! u be drown'd if you marry. 

Whit. 


po 
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, Whit. I'm frighten'd out of my 1 
yes, yes, 'tis all over with me, Raſt 
not ſtir out of my houſe ; but am order'd 
to ſtay ro be murder'd in it for aught 1 
know; what are you muttering, Thomas? 


prithee ſpeak out, and comfort me. 


Thom. It is all a judgement upon you; 
becauſe your brother's fooliſh will ſays, 
the young man muſt have your conſent; 


you won't Jer him have her, bur will 


marry the Widow yourſelf; that's che dog 
in the yin: e you can't eat the oats, and 
won't let thoſe who can. 

Mbit. But I conſent that he ſhall have 
both the Widow and the fortune, if we 
can get him into his right ſenſes. | 

Thom. For fear 1 ſhould loſe mine, 1 
get out of Bedlam as ſoon as poſſible; you 
muſt Provide yourſelf with another ſer- 
vant. 

Whit. The whole earth conſpires againſt 
me! you ſhall ſtay with me till I die, and 
then you ſhall have a good legacy, and 1 
won't live long I promiſe you. | 

[Knocking at the "i 

Thom. Here are the undertakers already. 

Exif. 

Whit. What ſhall I do? my head can't 
bear it; Iwill hang myſelf for fear of being 
run thro' the body. 

Thow: recarns wb bills. Half a ſcore 
people I never ſaw before with theſe bills, 

T3 and 
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and draughts upon you, for ro 
lige d Martha Brady. | 

Whiz.-I. wiſh Martha Brady was at the 
bottom of the Thames; what an impudent 
extravagant baggage to begin her tricks 
already; ſend them to the devil, and ſay 
I won't pay a farthing. 

Thom. You'll have another mob about 
the door. Going. 

Whit. Stay, ſtay, Thomas; tell them 
I am very buſy, and they muſt come to- 
morrow morning; ſtay, ſtay, that is 
promiſing payment; no, no, no—tell 
'em they mult ſtay till I am married, and 
ſo rhey will be ſatisfied, and trick'd into 
the bargain. 
Thom. [afide.] When you are crick'di we 
ſhall all be ſatisfied. _ [Exit Thomas, 
_ Whit. That of all dreadful things I 
ſhould think of a woman, and that wo- 
man ſhould be a Widow, and that Widow 
ſhould be an Iriſh one; quem Deus vult 


perdere—— Who have we here? another 


of the family I ſuppoſe. I WHITTLE 
ge | retires. 


Enter Widow, as Lieutenant O' NEALE, 


ſeemingly flutter d, and putting up bis 


ſword, Thomas following. 

- Thom. I hope you are not hurt, Captain. 
Mid. O not at all, at all; 'tis well they 
run away, or I ſhould have made them 
NES run 
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run faſter; I ſhall teach them how to ſnig- 
ger, and look thro' glaſſes at their bet- 
ters; theſe are your Maccaroons, asthey call 
themſelves; by my ſoul but I would have 
frighren'd their hair out of buckle, if they 
wou'd have ſtood ſtill, till I had overtak- 
en them; theſe whipper-ſnappers look 
ſo much more like girls in breeches, than 
thoſe I ſee in petticoats, that fait and trot, 
it is a pity to hurt em; the fair ſex in 
London here ſeem the moſt maſculine of 
the two; but to buſineſs; friend, where 
is your maſter ? 

Thom. There, Captain; I hope he hs 
not offended you. 

Wid. If you are impartinent, Sir, you 
will offend me; lave the room. 

Thom. I value my life too much not to 
do that —what a raw-bon'd tartar! 1 
wiſh he had not been caught and ſent here. 

Aſide to his maſter, and Exit. 

Whit. Her brother, by all that's terri- 

ble! and as like her as twotygers! I ſweat 


at the ſight of him; I'm ſorry Thomas is 


gone; he has been quarrelling already. 

Mid. Is your name Whittol? 

Whit. My name is Whittle, not Whit. 
tol. 
Wid. We man- t ſtand for trifles—and 
you were born and chriſten'd * the name 


of Thomas? 


Whit. So they told me, Sir. 
. Y 4 Wid. 
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Wid. aeg they told no lies, ow on 
uk lo good; ¶ Takes out à letter. * 

ou know that hand- writing? 

I bit. As well as l know rhis good tend 
of mine, who helps me upon ſuch occa- 
ſions. ( Shewing bis right hand and ſmiling. 

Mia. Vou had better not ſhew your 
teeth, Sir, 'rill we come to the en ; rhe 
hand. writing is your's. 
bit. Ves, Sir, it is mine. [Sighs. 

Mid. Death and powder! whe do you 
figh for? are you aſham'd, or mig! for 
your handy works? | 

Whit. Partly the one, partly t'other. 

Mid. Will you be plac d. Sir, to rade 
it aloud, that you may know it 8 
you hare it. 

Whit. Kaen his letter ani reads] N a- 

dam 
mi Would you be plasd to lee": us 
know what Madam you mean: for women 
of quality, and women of no quality, and 
women of all qualities, are ſo mixt to- 
gether, that you don't know one from 
t'other, and are all call'd Madams; you 
 Thould always rade the ſuperſeription be- 
fore you open the letter. + 

Whit. I beg your pardon, Sir; 1 
don't like this ceremony. laſide.] To Mrs. 
Brady, in Pall-Mall. 

Mid. Now e eee and dpowder 
bur 1 vou n 

Whit. 


* N " 


) 


. obey > FI 


| paſſions 


- 


ſhall be 


THE IRISH WIP O w. 345 


Whit. Sir! what's the matter? 
Mid. Nothing at all, Sir, pray go on. 

Whit, [r eads | Madam T prefer 
your happineſs to "we e of my own 


Wid. ] will not prefer your happineſs to 
the indulgence of my pathons- Mr. 
Whirrol, rade on. 

Whit. I muſt confeſs that [ am unworthy 
of your charms and virtues 

Mid. Very unworthy indeed; rade on She; | 

Whit. I have, for ſome days, had a 
ſevere ſtr gl ; ewes: wy 2 l and my 
pajhon- 

id. I have had no ruggle at all: TP 
juſtice and paſſion are agreed. 

Whit. The former has prevail d, av" 1 
boy leave to reſign you, with all your accom- 
pliſhments, to fome more deſerving, tho“ not 
more admiring ſervant than Your mof? miſer- 


able 5 1 devoted, 


THnom. Wu tr T1 K 


mid And miſerable and devoted you 
to the Poſtſcript; rade on. 

Whit. Poſtſcript : Let me have your pity, 
but nat your anger. 


 Wid. In anſwer to this Love Epiſtle, you 


pitiful fellow, my ſiſter prefents you with 


her tindereſt wiſhes , and aſſures you that 
you have as you deſire, her pity, and ſhe 
generouſly throws her contempt too into 


the bargain. 
TR: Whit. 
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I hit. Tm infinitely oblig'd ro her. 


Mid. I muſt beg lave in the name of all 


our family to preſent the ſame to you. 
Whit, Lam ditto to all the family. 
Wid. But as a brache of promiſe to any 
of our family was never ſuffer'd without a 
brache into ſome body's body, I have 
fix*'d upon myſelf to be your operator; 


and I believe that you will find that J have 
as fine a hand at this work, and will give 


you as little pain, as any in the three 


kingdom. 
[Sits down and looſens her Knee-bands. 


Whit. For heaven's aer Captain, what 


are you about? 

Wid. I always looſen my Garters for the 
advantage of lunging ; it is for your ſake 
as well as my own, for I will be twice 
thro* your body, before you ſhall feel me 
once. 

Whit. What a bloody fellow it 1 1 
wiſh Thomas would come in. [Alide. 

IWid. Come, Sir, prepare yourſelf, you 
are not the firſt by half a ſcore, that I 
have run thro' and thro' the heart, before 
they knew what was the matter with them. 


Whit. Bur, ws, 97g, ſuppoſe I will marry 
your ſiſter. 


Wid. I have not the laſte objection if 
you recover of your wounds; Callagon 
O' Conner lives very happy with my great 
aunt, Mrs. Deborah O' Nale, in 100 E 


* 
x nd a6 + Ah hae © 
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of Galloway; except a ſmall Aſthma he got 
by my running him thro' the Lungs, at 
the Currough ; he would have forſaken 
her, if I had nor ſtopp'd his perfidy, by a 
famous family ſtiptic I have here; Oho! 
my little old boy, bur you thall get it. 

: { Draws. 

Whit. What ſhall do „ Sir, 
if I muſt, I muſt; ll meet you to- morrow 
morning in Hyde. Park, ler the . e 
ce be what it will. 

Wid. For fear you might forget that 1. 
vour, I muſt beg to be indulged with a 
little puſhing now; I have ſer my heart 
upon it, and two birds in hand, is worth 
one in the buſhes, Mr. Wirtol- 
come, Sir. | 
Mbit. But I have not ſertled ay mat- 
ters. | 
Wid. 0 well ſietle * 'em in a trides: I 

warrant you. puts herſelf in a poſition, 

- Whit. Burl don'tunderſtandthe ſword; 
I had rather fight with piſtols. 

Vid. I am very happy it is in my power 


ro oblige you; there, Sir, take your 


— ; I will plaſe you if I — 
| [Offers piſtols. 
- Whis. ſaſade. ] Out of the pan into the 
fire! - there's no putting him off; if I had 


choſen poiſon, I dare ſwear he had arſenick 
in his pocket ;—lookee, young gentleman, 
I am an old man » and you'll get no credit 


by 
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by killing me; but 1 have 'a Nephew as 
young as yourſelf, and you'll get more 
Horjour in facing him. | tet 
id. Ay, and more ledfarvite too I 
expect ample ſatis faction from him, after l 
have done your buſineſo; prepare, Kren 
- Whit. What the devil! won't one ſerve 
our turn? Ican't fight; and I won'tfight ; 
7 l do any thing rather than fight; I'll mar- 
ry your ſiſter; my Nephew ſhall marry 
her, III give him all my fortune, what 
would the fellow have? here Nephew ! 
emen munter! murder! | 


[He Nies 1050 ſhe purſues. 


Enter BATES, and Nephew. 


Neph. What's the matter, Uncle? 

-- hit. Murder, that's all; that Ruſſian 
there; would kill me, and eat me after- 
wards. 

Neph. III find a way to cool hah ; come 
out, Sir, Iam as mad as yourſelf; III 
match you, I warrant you. 

[Going out with him. 
 Wid. III follow you all the world over. 
[Going after him. 

Whit. Stay, ſtay Nephew; you ſhan't 
fight, we ſhall beexpos'd all over the town, 
and you may loſe your life, and I ſhall be 
curs'd from morning to night; do, Ne- 
phew; make yourſelf and me happy; be 
the olive-branch, and bring peace intomy 
* _ 


* 
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family; return to the Widow; I will give 
you my conſent, and your fortune, and 


a fortune for the Widow, five houſand 


-pounds! do perſuade him Mr. Bates. 
Bat. Do, Sir, this is the very AAR 
point of your life; I know you love herz 


'tis the only method to reſtore us all to 


our ſenſes. 

Neph. I muſt talk in private firſt, wich 
this hot young gentleman. 5 
Wid. As private as you plaſe, Sir. 


Mbit. Take their weapons away, Mr. 


Bates, and do you follow me to my ſtudy 
to witneſs my propoſal; it is all ready, 
and only wants f gning ; come along, come 
along. 1 [ Exzz. 

Bat. Victoria! victoria! give me your 
ſwords and piſtols; and now do your worſt; 
you ſpirited loving young couple; Icould 
oy out of my ſkin! [Exit BATES. 

' Thom. | peeping in.] Joy, joy to you, 
ye fond charming pair! the fox is caught, 
and the young lambs may ſkip and play; A 
leave you to your tranſports! [Exit. 

Neph. O my charming Widow! what a 
day have we gone thro' ? 

Wid. 1 would go thro' ten times as much, 
to deceive an old amorous ſpark, like 
your Uncle, to purchaſe a young OF 
like his Nephew. 

Nepb. I liſten'd at the door all this Jai 
ſcene; my heart was agitated with ten 

thouſand 


- 
: 
0 
| 
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thouſand ſears; ſuppoſe my Uncle had 


been ſtour, and drawn his ſword. 

Wid. I ſhould have run away as he "FA 
when two cowards meet, the ſtruggle is 
who ſhall run firſt; and ſure I can bear an 
old man at any thing. 

Neph. Permit me thus to ſeal my his - 
pineſs, Kiſſes her hand] and be aſſur'd 115 
Jam as ſenſible, as I think myſelf unde- 


ſerving of it. 


Mid. Il tell you what, Sir, were I I 


not ſure you deſerv'd ſome pains, I would 
not have raken any pains for you; and 
don't imagine now, becauſe I have gone 
a little too far for the man I love, that IT 
ſhall go a little too far when I'm your wife; 
indeed I ſhar't: I have done more than 1 
ſhould, before I am your wife, becauſe I 
was in deſpair; but I won't do as much as 
I may, when I am your wife; tho' every 
Iriſh woman is fond of imitating agli 


faſhions. 
Neph. T hou divine, adorable woman! 


[Vneels and kiſſes her hand. 


Enter WHITTLE, and BATES. 
[WHITTLE ſtares. 


Bor. Confuſion! | [afide. 
Mbit. [turning to Bates.] Hey day! I 
am afraid his head is not right yet! he 
was knedliog and kiſſing the Captain's 
hand. 8 {A/ide to Bates. 
| Bat. 


— | 1 n — 1 * 1 
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Bat. Take no notice, all will come ab- 
our. | [Afide ro Whittle. 
Wi. 1 find, Mr. Whittol, your family 
loves kiſſing better than fighting; 

he ſwears 7 am as like my ſiſter, as two 

igeons: I could excuſe his raptures, for I 
had rather fight the beſt friend Ihave, than 

flobber and ſalute him 4 la francoiſe.. 


Enter Sir PATRICK O' NE ALE. 


Sir Patr. 1 hope, Mr. Whizzle, you'll 
excuſe my coming back to give you an 
anſwer, without "having any to give; I 
hear a. grate dale of news. about myſelf, 
and came to know if it be true; they ſay 
my ſon is in London, when he tells me 
himſelf by letter here, that he's at Lime- 
rick; and I have been with my daughter 
to tell her the news, but ſhe would not 
ſtay at home to receave it, ſo I am come 
O gra ma chree my little din ouſil 
craw, what have we got here? a piece of 
mummery! here is my fon and daughter 
too, fait; what are you waring the bree- 
ches , Par, to ſee how they become Ta 
when you are Mrs. Weezel. 5 
Mid. I beg your pardon for that, Sir! 
I wear them before marriage, becauſe, I 
think they become a woman better than 
after. 
I hit. e is not. This Ta ſon? EN 

Lon 


Sir 
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Sir Patr. No, but it is my daughter, 


and tHat is the ſame thing. 

Wid. And your Niece, Sir, Which is 
til! better than either. 

"Whit. Mighty well! and. I ſuppoſe you 
have nor loſt your wits, young man! 

Bat. I ſimpathize with you, Sir; we loſt 
em together, and found em at the fame 
time. tt 

Whit. Here's villany! Mr Bates, give 
me rhe paper; not a farthing ſhall V 
have till the law gives it 'em. 

Bat. Wel. cheat the law and give it 
them now. [Gives Nephew. the paper. 

Whit. He may take his own, but he 
ſhan'r have a fix-pence of the five thou- 
ſand pounds 1 promis'd him. 

Bat. Wirnels, good folks, he owns to 
the promiſe. 

Sir Patr. Fair I'll witneſs dat, or any 
thing elſe in a good cauſe. | 

hit. What, am I chous'd again! | 
Bat. Why mould not my friend be 
- chous'd out of a little juſtice for the firſt 
time? Your hard uſage has ſharpen'd your 
nephew's wits, theretore beware, don't 
play with edge-tools you'll only cut 

your fingers. 

Sir Patr. And your trote too, which i is 
all one ; therefore, to make all azy, mar- 
ry my daughter firſt, and then quarrel with 
her afterwards ; that will be in the natural 
courſe of things. Whit. 


* 


reer eee a» 


0 of 3 0 W 
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— 
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Whit. Here! Thomas! where are > you? 


Enter TOM AS. 


Whit. Here are ſine doings! I am de- 


ceiv'd, trick'd, and cheated! 

Thom. I wiſh you joy, Sir; the beſt 
thing could have happen'd to you; and as 
a faithful ſervant I have done my beſt to 
check you. 

Whit. To check me! 

Thom. You were galloping full 8 
and down hill roo, and if we had not laid 
hold of the bridle, being a bad jockey, 
you would have hung by your horns in 
the ſtirrup, to the great joy of the whole 
town. 


Thom. Into happineſs: You have been 
fooliſh a long while, turn about and be 
wiſe; he has got the woman and his eſta- 
te, give them your blefling, which is not 
worth m ch, and live like a chriſtian for 
the future, 

Whit. ] will if I can; but I can't look 
at em; I can't bear the found of my voi- 
ce, nor the fight of my own face: Look 
ye, I am diſtreſs'd, and diſtracted! and 
can't come to yet; I will be reconcibd 


if poſſible; but don't le: me fee or hear 


from you, if you would have me forget 
and forgive you I ſhall never lift up 


my head again! [Exir. 
Vol. III. 2 id. 


Whit. What have you help'd to trick me? 
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id. I hope, Sir Patrick, that my pre- 
ferring the Nephew to the Uncle will meer, 
with your approbation; though we have 
not ſo much money, whe ſhall have more 
love; one mind and half a purſe, in mar- 
riage, are much better than two minds and 
two purſes. I did not come to England, 
nor keep good company, till it was too 
late to get rid of my country prejudices. 


Sir Patr. Vou are out of my hands, Pat, 
ſo if you won't trouble me with your af- 
flictions, I ſhall 8 rejoice "at your 
felicity. | 61 1 

Neph. It would be" a great ace of 
my preſent joy, could I believe that this 
lady ſhould be aſſiſted in her happineſs, or 
be ſupported in her afflictions by ne 
but her lover and her huſband. 


Sir Patr. Fine notions are fine tings, 
bur a fine eſtate gives every ting but idaas, 
and them too, if you'll {Aa to thoſe 
tho help you to ſpend it what = 
you, Widow? 

id. By your, and 3 permit ion, 
will tell my mind to this good company; 
and for fear my words ſhould want ideas 
too, I will add an Iriſh tune, that may 
carry off a bad voice, and bad matter. 


EB 6 
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A Widow bewitchd with her paſſion, 
Tho Iriſh, is nom quite aſhamed, + 
To think that ſhe's ſo out of faſhion, © 
"0G marry and then to be tamed- 
' *Tis love the dear joy, 
. That old faſhiowd bay, 
Has got in my breaſt with his quiver ; 
The hlind urchin he, | 
Strauch the Cuſh la maw cree, 
And a Huſband ſecures me for ever! _ 
Je Fair Ones I hope will excuſe me, 
Though vulgar pray do not abuſe me: 
I cannot become a fine lady, 
O love bas bewitch'd WiDow BRaDy. 
1 Bb 
Ye Critics to murder ſo willing. 
Pray ſee all our errors with blindneſs ; 
For once change your method of killing, 
And kill a fond Widow with kindueſs- 
If you look ſo ſevere, 
In a fit of deſpair, 
Again I will draw forth my ſteel, Sire, 
| You know I've the art, 
: To be twice through your beart, 
Before I can make you to feel, Sirs: © 
| Brother Soldiers I hope you'l protec? me, 
Nor let cruel critics diſſe me; © 
| To favour my cauſe be but ready, 
And ED you'll find WI D OW 
BAD x. 
2 2 111. 
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„ 1 

Ye Leaders of al eſs and 'he faſhions, 
IWho gallop'poft haſte to your ruin, 

Wheſe taſte has deſtroy'd all your paſſions, 

Pt ay, what do you think of my wooing ? 
* You call it damn low, 
Your heads and arms ſo, *) 
So tfileſs, ſo looſe, and ſo lazy: 
But pray what can you, 
That I cannot do? 

O fie, my dear craters, be azy: 

Te Patriots and Courtiers [0 hearty, 
To ſpeach it and vote for your party, 

For once be both tonſtant and ſleady, 

And vote to ſupport Wi Dow ,. 

53 IV. 

T0 allthar1 ſee here "nh me, 

The bottom, the top, and the middle, 

For muſic we now muſt implore you, 

No wedding without pipe and fadle 8 
If all are in tune, | 
Pray let it be ſoon, 
My heart in my boſom is prancing! 
our hands ſhould unite, 
To give us delight, 

O that's the beſt piping and dancing! 
Your plaudits to me are a treaſure,. 
Your ſmiles are a dow'r for a lady- 
Oy 0999 to you all in full meaſure, 

So wiſhes, and praye Wn Dow BRADY. 

5) mimicks them. | 
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ACT I SCENE I 


| Enter Lady Wini and Miſs | 
e 


Lady It is not, my Air that I have the 
Min. & leaſt regard for my Lord; I had 
no love for him before I married him, and 
you know, Matrimony is no breeder of 
affection; but it hurts my pride, that he 
ſhould negle& me, and run after other 
women. 

Miſs Tit. Ha, ha, ha, how can you 
be ſo hypocritical; Lady Minikin, as to 
pretend to uneaſineſs at ſuch trifles: but 
pray have you made any new diſcoveries of 
my Lord's gallantry ? 

Lady Min. New diſcoveries! why, I faw 
him myſelf yeſterday morning in a hack- 
ney coach, with a minx in a pink cardi- 
nal; you ſhall abſolutely burn your's, Tit- 
tup, for I ſhall never bear to ſee one of 
that colour again. 

Miſs Titt. Sure ſhe does not ſuſpect me 
[ afide.] And where was your Ladyihip, 


pray, when you ſaw him? 
T Z 4 Lady 


360 „ Bon TON; OR 
Lady. Min. Taking che air with Colonel 


Tivy in his vis-a-vis. 
i, Mſs., Titt. But, my dear Lady Minikin, 
o can you be ſo angry that my Lord 
Was burting your pride, as you call it, in 

the hackney- coach, when you had him ſo 

much in your power, in the Vis-a-Vis? 
Lady Min. What, with my Lord's friend, 
and my friend's lover! ¶ tales her by the 
band 3 0 fye, Tittup! | 
Miſs Titt. Pooh, pooh, ee and 
Friendſhip are, very fine names to be ſure, 
bur they are mere viliting acquaintance 
we know their names indeed, talk of em 
ſometimes, and let em knock at our doors, 
but we never let 'em in, you know. 
[ looking rogu/hly at her. 
Lady Min. I vow, Ticrup, you are ex- 
tremely polite. 

Mis Titt. I am extremely indifferent in 

theſe affairs, thanks ro my education- 


We muſt marry, you know, becauſe other 


people of faſhion marry; bur I ſhould 
think very meanly of myſelf, if after I 
was married, I ſhould feel the leaſt con- 
cern at all about my huſband. 
, Lady Min. I hate to praiſe myſelf, and 
yet I may with truth aver, that no woman 
of quality ever had, can have, or will 
hav ,. ſo conſummate a contempt for her 
* as I have for my molt honourable 
and puiſſant Has " Minikin, Viſcount 


NN | Per- 
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Perriwinkle, and Baron' Tirmouſe==—— 
Ha, ha, ha! e ( L i 
ifs Tizt. But is it not ſtrange, Lady 
Minkkirr „ that merely his being your 
huſband, ſhould create ſuch indifference 
for certainly, in every other eye, his 
Lordſhip has great accompliſhments. © © 
Lady Min. Accompliſhments! thy head 
is certainly turn'd; if you know any of 
'em, pray let's have em; they are a no- 
velty, and will amuſe me. 
Miſs Titt. Imprimis, he is a man of 
ne. 55 | 
Lady Min. Which, to be ſire; inclu- 
des all the cardinal virtues :—poor girl. 
go on! ; 
- Mijs'Titt. He is a very handſome man. 
Lady Min. He has a very bad conſtitu- 
tion. | 
Miſs Titt. He un 
Lady Min. He is a Lord, and a little 
goes a great way. e | 
Miſs Titt. He has great good nature. 
Lady Min No wonder—he's a fool. 
Miſe Titt. And rhen his fortune, you 1 
allow 
Lady Min. Was a great one but he 
games, and if fairly, he's undone; if not, 
he deſerves to be hang'd—and fo, Exit my 
Lord Minikin And now, let your wiſe. 
uncle, and my good couſin Sir John Trot- 
ley, Baronet, enter: Where is he, pray? 
Z5 . Miſe 


— — 


«Mfg Titt. In his own room, I ſuppoſe, 
reading pamphlers and news- papers, againſt 
the enormities of the times; if he Nays 
here a week longer, notwithſtanding! my 
expectations from him, I ſhall certainly 
one him. 

Min. I amꝭ a great favourite, but 
it i impoſſible much longer to act up to 
his very righteous ideas of things; —ls'n't 
ĩt pleafant to hear him abuſe every body, 
and every thing, and yet always finiſhing 
withi a Foul excuſe me, rind —— 
Ha, ha, ha! 

Miſs Titt. What do you think 42 Goth 
ſaid to me yeſterday? one of the knots of 
His Tye hanging down his left ſhoulder, 
and his fring'd cravat nicely twiſted down 
his breaſt, and thruſt thro' his gold but- 
ton hole, which look'd exactly like my 
little Barbet's head in his gold collar 
Niece Tittup, cries he, drawing himſelf 
up, I proteſt againſt this monner of conduct. 


ing yourſelf, both at home and abroad. 


What are your objections, Sir John, an- 
ſwered I, a little pertly.- Various and 
manifold, reply'd be; I have no time to enu- 


merute particulars now, but I will venture 


to prophecy, i you keep whirling round' in 


the vortex of Pautheons, Operas, Feſtinos, 
Coteries, Maſquerades, and all the Devila- 


des in this towin,, your head will be giddy, 
Io you will OY aka name of Lucre- 
a. tia, 
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tia, and be calld nothing but Tittup ever 

after ——— Fou l excuſe me, Cane e 

fo he left me. 62 4 
(ORs a. O, the babe h 


Euter G Y MP. 


Gymp. A card your LES,” fram Mrs. 
Pewirr-” 3 541 

Lady Min. Poor pu inn 1—If ſhe can be 
* ſeen at public places, with a woman 
of quality, ſhe's the happieſt of Plebeians, 
[Reads the Card] „Mrs. Pewitt's reſpects 
„to Lady Minikin, and Miſs Tittup; ho- 
„ pes to have the pleaſure of attending 
„them, to Lady Filligree's ball this eve- 
„ning. — Lady Daiſey fees maſks.⸗bZ 
Well certainly attend her Gymp, put 


ſome. meſſage cards upon my toilet, L' 


ſend an anſwer immediately; and tell one 
of my footmen, that he muſt make ſome 
viſits for me to-day again, and ſend me 
a liſt of thoſe he made yeſterday ::he muſt 
be ſure to call at Lady Pettitoes, and if 
ſhe ſhou'd unluckily be at home, he muſt 


ſay that he came t _— Res N 


ne, d ancle. 
Mis Titt. Ay, ay, give our com 
ments to her ſprain'd an cle. 


Lady Min That woman's ſo fat, ſhel 
never ger well of it, and I am reſfolv'd 


not to call at her door myſelf, till I am 


* of not finding her at n 
Or- 


* 


* 
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oN Tow; o 1 
horridly lo ſprited to-day, do, ſend 
your Colonel to play at cheſs with me, 
ſince he belong'd to you, Titty, I have 
taken a kind of liking to him; I like eve- 
of thing that loves my Titty. [Kiſſes her. 


MV Titt. I know you do, my dear 
7 | [Kiſſes her. 


Lady Min. That ſheer 1 don't like; if 
ſhe ſuſpe&s, I ſhall hate her: ¶ aſide.] 
Well, dear Titty, I'll go and write my 
ends, and dreſs for the maſquerade, and 
if that won't raiſe my fpirits, you muſt 
aſſiſt me to plague my Lord a little. Exit. 


Miſs Titt. Yes, and Il plague my La- 


dy a little, or I am much miſtaxen: my 
Lord ſhall know every tittle that has paſ- 
ſed: what a poor, blind, half-witred, 

ſelf-concened creature, this dear friend 
and relation of mine is! and what a fine 
ſpirited gallant ſoldier my Colonel is! my 
Lady Minikin likes him, he likes my for- 
tune; my Lord likes me, and I like my 
Lord; however, not fo much as he ima. 
gines, or to play the fool ſo raſhly as he 
may expect; ſhe muſt be very ſilly indeed, 

who can't flutter about the flame, without: 
burning her wings—What a great revolu- 
tion in this family, in the ſpace of fifreen 
months we went out of England, a very 
aukward, regular, good Engliſh family! 
but half a year in France, and a winter 
paſſed in the warmer climate of Italy, have 
EEE ripen d 
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ripen'd our minds to every een 
cafe diſſipation and pleaſure. 5 } 5194 


* 
9 ww Qs 1 
A 1 = & 


Enter Colonel Tivy, _... 


Col. Mo. May I hope, Madam, that your 
humble ſervant had ſome ſhare in youvlaſt 
reverie? 4 

Miſs Titt. How is it poſſible to have the 
leaſt knowledge of Colonel Tivy and not 
make him the air e of one's 
reflections. 

Col. Tv. That hen maſt have very little 
feeling and taſte, who is not proud of a 
place in the eee of the fineſt woman 
in Europe. 

My Titt. 0 fye, Colonel! | | 

| [Court ſys and buſhes: 

Col. Tv. By my honour, Madam, I 

mean what I ſay. 8 


Miſs Titt. By your honoorh Colonel | 


wy will you paſs off your counters to 
me? don't I know that you fine Gentle- 
men regard no honour but that which is 
given at the gaming table; and which in- 
deed ought to be the only booms You 
ſhou'd make free with. 60 Oflur 

Col. Tiv. How can you, Miſs, treat me 
fo cruelly ? have I not abſolutely forſworn 
dice, miſtreſs, every thing ines I dard to 
elfen myſelf to you? Ss 

Miſs Titt. Yet ieee, and wenn 
aue to receive you, you may | return! ite 

N every 


1 
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every thing again, ad not violate theilaws 
of the preſent. 1 matrimemar eſtab⸗ 
liſnment. 

Col. Tiv. Give me buei your conſent, 
Madam; and your life to om 

Miſs Titt. Do you get my conſent, Co- 
lonel, and Pll take care of my life to 
come. \ 

Col. Tiv. How ſhall I get your confer? 

Miſs Titzt By getting me in the humour. 

Col. Tiv. But arr to ger your in the 
humour? 


Miſs Titt. O. rade are ſeveral ways; 1 


09 
bv 


am very good narur'd. 

Col. Tiv. Are you in the humouc now? 

Ws. Titt. Try me. | 

Col. Tiv. How ſhall I? 

Miſs Titt. How ſhall I'—you a ſoldier, 
and nor know the art milirary ?—how ſhall 
F?—Pl tell you how?—when you have a 
ſubtle, treacherous, politic enemy to deal 
with, never ſtand ſhilly ſhally, and loſe 
your time in trearies and parlies, but cock 
your hat, draw your ſword; march, 
beat drum dub, dub, a dub—preſenr, 
fire, piff- pauff— tis done! they fly, they 
yield—ViRtoria! Victoria | Running off. 

Col. Tiv. Stay, ſtay, my dear, deat 
Angel [Bringing her back. 

Miſs Titt. No, no, no, I have no time 
to be kill'd now; beſides, Lady Minikin 


us in che vapours, and wants you at _ 
an 


1 Yn II 
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and my Lord, is low ſpirited , and wants 
me at picquet; my uncle is in an ill hu- 
mour and wants me to diſcard 2 298 and 

o with him into the country. 3 
"Col. Iiv. And will you, Mig? 


Miſs Titt. Will Ino, I never tits as 


Tam bid; but you ought——ſo 80 to my 
Lady. 21 
Col. Tiv. Nay, but Miſs. 
Miſs Titt. Nay ,, bur Colonel, if you 
won't obey, your commanding officer, you 
ſhall be broke, and rhen my maid won't 
accept of you; ſo march, Colonel! 
look'ee, Sir, Iwill communiiibefers mar- 
riage, and do what I pleaſe atrerwards; or 
I have been well educated to very little 
purpoſe. | I Erit. 
Col. Tiv. What a mad ae it 15 |— 
now, if I had the leaſt affection for the 
girl, I ſhou'd be damnably vext at this! 
but ſhe has a fine fortune, and I muſt haye 
her if I can. —Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


LE ſinging. 
Enter Sir Jonn TRO I LEY. and 
Davy. 55 


Sir John, Hold your fongue; Davy, you 
talk like a fool. N 

- Dav. It is a fine place, your honout, 
al I cou'd live here for ever! FA + 

Sir John. More ſhame for you:—live 
nn for ever!—what, among ate d 
DE. pick- 
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pick-pockers What a revolution ſince my 
time! the more I ſee, the more I've cauſe 
for lamentation; what a dreadful change 

time brought about in twenty years! 
I ſhou'd not have known the place again, 
nor the people; all the ſigns that made ſo 
noble an appearance, are all taken down; 
not a bob or tye-wig to be ſeen! all the 
degrees from the parade in St. James's 
Park, to the ſtool and bruſh at the corner 
of every ſtreet, have their hair tied up 
the maſon laying bricks, the baker with 


his baſket, the poſt- boy crying news- pa- 


pers, and the doQors preſcribing phyſick, 


have all their hair ry'd up; and that's the 


reaſon ſo many heads are tied up: every 
month. 
Dav. 1 ſhall have my head del up to- 


morrow; Mr. Wiſp will do it for me 
your honour and I look like Philiſtines 


among 'em. 


Sir John. And I wal break your head 
ib it is tied up; hate innovation; all 
confuſion and no diſtinction the ſtreets 
now are as ſmooth as a turnpike road? no 


rattling and exerciſe in the hackney- co 


ches; thoſe who ride in em are all faſt 
aſleep; and they have ſtrings in their hands, 

at the coachman muſt pull to waken 
em, when they are to be ſet down—— 


Ae luxury and abomination! | 
Dor. 
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Dav. Is it ſo, your honour? feckins, 
I ik it hugely. Re Oey 


| Sir John. But you muſt hate and dereſt 
London. 5 


Dav. How can 1 manage that, your ho- 
nour, when there is every thing to delight 
my eye, and cheriſh my heart. 


Sir Jobs, 'Tis all deceit and deluſion 


Dav. Such crowding, coaching, carting 
and ſqueezing, ſuch a power of fine ſights, 
fine ſhops full of fine things, and then 
ſuch fine illuminations all of a row! and 
ſuch fine dainty ladies in the ſtreers, fo 
civil and ſo graceleſs— they talk of coun- 

girls, theſe here look more healthy 
and roſy by half. 

Sir John. Sirrah, they are proſtitutes, 
and are civil to delude and deſtroy you: 
they are painted Jezabels, and they who 
hearken to em, like Jezabel of old will 
go to the dogs; if you dare to look at em, 
you will be rainted, and if you ea to 
'em you are undone. | 

Dav. Bleſs us, bleſs us 3 . 
your honour Smale all this!—were theyas 
bad in your time? n 

Sir Jobn. Not by half, Davy—ln my 
time, there was a ſort of decency in the 
worſt of women ;—but the harlots now 
watch like rygers for their prey; and drag 

Vol. III. Aa you 
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ge dens of infamy—ſee, Davy, 
o they have torn my neckeloth. 


UG 2 [ /hews his neclicloth. 


Dav. If you had gone civilly, your ho- 
nour, they wou'd not have hurt you. 
Sir Fohn. Well „ we'll ger ANDY: as faſt 
as we Can. 

Dav. Not ebis Aae 1 lader for 1 
have not had half my belly full yet. 

Sir John, IIl knock you down, Davy, 
if you grow proſligate; you ſhan't go out 
again to- night, and to-morrow keep in my 
room, and ſtay till I can look over my 
things, and ſee they don't cheat you. 

Dav. Your honour then won't keep your 
word with me? [I [Salkily. 

Sir John. Why, what did! promiſe you? 

Dav. That I ſhou'd take ſixpemoth of 
one of the theatres to-night, ande a ful: 
ling place at the other to- morroõw. 

Sir John. Well, well, fol dich is it a 
moral piece, Davy? 

Dav. O yes, and written by: 4 * 
man; it is call'd the Rival ere or 
. Tragedy of Braggadocia. 

Sir John. Be a good lad, and Ion t be 
3 than my word; there's money for 
you AI gives him ſome, ] but come ſtrait 
Nana. for I ſhall want to go to bed. 

Dau. To be ſure, your honour—as I 
am to go ſo 3 Aal make a night of it. 
„NN Hin | laſide, and 1 
"ITT \ 


E 
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Sir John. This fellow wou'd turn rake 
* maccaroni if he was to ſtay here a 
week longer —bleſs me, what dangers are 
in this town at every ſtep! O, that I were 
once ſettled ſafe again at Trotley place! 
nothing but to ſave my country \ſhou'd 
bring me back again; my niece Lucretia, 
is ſo be- faſhioned and be-devill'd, that 
nothing I fear, can ſave her; however; to 
eaſe my conſcience, I muſt try: but what 
can be expected from the young women 
of theſe times, but fallow looks, wild 
ſchemes,” ſaucy words, and looſe-morals! 
they lie a-bed all day, fir up all night; 
if they are ſilent, they are gaming, and if 
they talk, tis either ſcandal or infidelity; 
and that they may look what they are, 
their heads are all feather, and round their 
necks are twiſted, rattle- ſnake tippets.— 
F e ns Mores! l a | 


Lord Min1x1 N diſover'd 1 in bis enn 
ing nee with ESS A Mö L and 
* 4 MIGNON. 4 Nr 


tu Min. Pry” thee, Mignon, don't 
plague me any more; doſt think that a 
nobleman's head has nothing to do but be 
tortur'd all day under thy infernal berg nas 
give me my cloatlis. Hot 

Migu. Ven you loſs you! * my 
Lor , you no goot humour, the devil may 
N 4 cheveu for me! IErit. 

| Aa 2 Lord 
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Lord Min. That fellow's an impudent 
raſcal, but he's a genius, ſo I muſt bear 
with him. Our beef and pudding enriches 
their blood ſo much, that the ſlaves in a 


month, forget their miſery and ſoup-mai- 


gre—O, my head!—a chair, Jeſſamy!— 
I muſt abſolutely change my wine-mer= 
chant: I can't taſte his champaigne, with- 
out diſordering myſelf for a week 


heigho! [ſighs 


Enter Miſs Tir rr. 
Miſs Titt. What makes = figh, me 
Lord ? 
Lord Min. Becauſe you were 0 near 


me, child. 
Miſs Titt. Indeed! Lſhou'd cathevhive 


thought my Lady had been with you—by 


your looks, my Lord, I am afraid, For- 
tune jilted you laſt night. 5 
Lord Min. No, faith; our champaigne 


was not good yeſterday, and I am vapour'd. 


like our Engliſh November; bur one glan- 
ce of my Tittup can diſpel re like 
like 

Miſs Titt. Like ſomething very fine to 
be ſure; but pray keep your ſimile for the 


next time; — and hark ee -a little pruden- 
ce will not be amiſs; Mr. Jeſſamy will 


think you mad, and me worſe. [half aſide. 
: Feſſ. O, pray don't mind 0 Ma- 


am. 


Bn” "$4 | Lord 
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Lord Min. Gadſo, Jeſſamy, look out 
my Domino, and Tll ring the bell when 
I want you. 
Fel. I ſhall, my Lord; —Miſs thinks 
that every body i is blind in the houſe but 
herſelf. ſaſide, and exit. 

Miſs Titt. Upon my word, my Lord, 
Nl muſt be a little more prudent, or we 

all become the rown-talk. 

Lord Min. And ſo Iwill, my dear; and 
therefore to prevent ſurprize, Pll lock the 
door. [ Locks it. 

Miſs Titt. What do you mean, my Lord? 

Lord Min. Prudence, child, prudence; 
T keep all my jevels under lock and key. 

Miſs Titt. You are not in poſſeſſion yet, 
my Lord: I can't ſtay two minutes: I on- 
ly came to tell you that Lady Minikin faw 
us yeſterday in the hackney-coach; ſhe 
did not know me, I believe; ſhe pretends 
to be greatly uneaſy at your negle& of her; 
the certainly has ſome miſchief in her head. 

Lord Min. No intentions, I hope, of 
being fond of me? 

Miſs Titt. No, no, make yourſelf eaſy; 

e hates you moſt unalterably. 

Lord Min. You have given me ſpirits 
again. 

Miſs Titt. Her pride is alarm'd that you 
ſhould prefer any of the ſex to her, 
Lord Min. Her pride then has been alarm'd 
ever ſince I had the honour of knowing her. 
Aa 3 Miſs 
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Miß Titt. But, dear my Lord, let us 
be merry and wiſe; ſhould ſhe ever be 
convinc'd that we have a tendre for each 
other, ſhe certainly wou'd proclaim it, 
and then- 
Tord Min. We ſhou'd be envy'd j* and 
The wou'd be laught at, my ſweer couſin. 
Mijs Titt. Nay, I wou'd have her mor- 
tify'd too for tho' I love her Lady ſhip 
ſincerely, I cannot ſay, but I love a little 
miſchief as ſincerely: but then if my un- 
cle Trotley ſhou'd know of our affairs, he 
is ſo old-faſhion'd, prudiſh, and out of 
the way, he wou'd either ſtrike me out 
of his will, or inſiſt upon my win We 
houſe. 
| Lord Min. My g good couſin is a queer 
mortal, that's certain; I wiſh we could 
get him handſomely into the country 
again —he has a fine fortune to leave be- 
hind him 
Miſs Titt. But then he lives ſo regular- 
Iy, and never makes uſe of a phyſician, 
that he may live theſe twenty years. 
Lord Min. What can we do with the 
Barbarian? | 
Miſs Titt, I don't know what's the mat- 
ter with me, bur J am really in fear of 
him; I ſuppoſe, reading his formal books 
when I was in the country with him, and 
going ſo conſtantly to church, with my 
ces ſtuck to my hips, and my toes 
: N. 8H, turn'd 
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rurn'd in, has given me theſe fopliſhgre- 


erna y; | S 77181 
Lord Min. | Then you. muſt affront. him, 


or you'll never get the better of him. 


1 Sir JonN TRO TIL. E. F. blue 
n 1969/1 v fe dogr. 5 


Sir en My Lord, my Lord, are 4 


45 


buſy? Fs [AM) Lord locks the door ſoftly. 


Mi ſs Tate: Heav'ns | tis ape deteſtable 
bruder my uncle! 

Lord Min. That horrid dog , my nge 

. Ta. What ſhall we do, my Lord? 

; [ Sofzly. 

Sir John. [4s tbe our} Nay, my Lord, 


tinge Lord, I heard you; pray ler me ſpeak 


with you ? 


Lord Min. Ho, Sir John, is It t you: > 
beg your pardon, III r up 12 papers 


and open the door. 

Miſs Titt. Stay, ſtay, my Lads unn i 
not meet him now for the world; if he 
ſees me here alone with you, he'll rave 


like a madman; put me up the cane 


any where. 
Lord Min. [ Aloud.] I'm coming, Sir 


John! here, here, get behind my great 


chair; he ſhan't ſee you, and you may hear 


all; III be ſhort and pleaſant with him. 
v7 erg 10 ee ut chair, and opens 
fff a [Tet | th bie ? 
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\ Enter Sir Jo HN. 
g ** 


A Dwing this Scene, - my Lord turns the 
Chair as Sir Fobn moves to conceal 
nt! Titt 70 p. ] | 


Sir John. You'll excuſe me, my Lord, 
that I have broken in upon you? I heard 
you talking pretty loud; what have you 
no- body with you? what were you about, 
couſin? _ | [ Looking about. 

Lord Min. A particular affair, Sir John; 
I always lock myſelf up to ſtudy me ſpee- 
ches, and ſpeak em aloud for the ſake of 
the tone and action. 

Sir John. Ay, ay, tis the beſt way; 
I am ſorry I diſturb'd you ;—you'll excuſe 
me, couſin! 

Lord Min. I am rather oblig'd to you! 
Sir John; —intenſe application to theſe 
things, ruins my health; but one muſt do 
it for the ſake of the nation. 

Sir John, May be ſo, and 1 hope the 
nation will be the better for youll ex- 
cuſe me 

Lord Min. Excuſe you, Sir John, T lo- 
ve your frankneſs; but why won't you be 
franker ſtill? we have always ſomething 
for dinner, and you will never dine at 
home. 

Sir Fobn. You muſt know, my Lord, 
that. I love, to know what I eat;—l hate 
to travel, > where I don't know my mn 

an 
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and ſince you have brought in foreign fa- 
ſhions and figaries, every thing and every 
body are in maſquerade; your men and 
manners too are as much fritter'd and fri- 
caſi'd, as your beef and mutton; I love a 
pain diſh; my Lord. 

Miſs Titt. ¶ peeping.) I wiſh J was out 
* the room, or he at the bottom of the 
Thames. 

Sir John. But to the point; I came, 
my Lord, to open my mind to you about 
my niece Tittup; ſhall I do it freely? 

Miſs Titt. Now for it! 

Lord Min. The freer the better; Tit- 
tup s a ſine girl, couſin, and deſerves ol 
the kindneſs you can ſhew her. 

[Lord Minikin and Tittup make ſigns at 
each other. 

Sir John. She muſt deſerve it tho”, be- 
ſore ſhe ſhall have ir; and I wou'd have 
her begin wich lengthening her petticoats, 
covering her ſhoulders, and wearing a cap 
upon her head. x 

Miſs Titt. O, frightful! [aſide. 
Lord Min. Don t you think a taper leg, 

and falling ſhoulders, and fine hair, de- 
lighrful obje&s, Sir John? 

Sir John. And therefore ought to be 
conceal'd; tis their intereſt to conceal 'em; 
when you take from the men, the plea- 
ſure of imagination, there will be a ſcar- 
city of huſbands ;—and then taper legs, 

ASS fal- 
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raj nts td he hair, may-be had 

r nothing. YM 907, 10: 34Ji7 74 10 f 5} 

Lori Min. well ſaid; Sir John: ha; ha! 
your fiece fall WMWEir a horſeman's-coat, 
and jack. boots to pleaſe you!” IT ins + 

Si Fobn. You niay'ſneer, my Lord, but 
for all that, I think my niece in a bad way; 
the muſt leave me and the country, for- 
ſoath , to travel and ſee good compan y 
ant fiſhions; I have ſeen” em too, and 
with from my heart, that ſhe is not much 
the worſe for her journey ——youl ex- 
cule me! MIC nn e 

Lord Min. But why in a paſſion, Sie 
John :—[My Lord nods and laughs at Miſs 
1. itrup , who peeps from behind] Don't you 
think that my lady and I ſhall be-able and 
willing to pur her into the right road? 
. Sir John. Zounds! my Lord, vou are 
out of it yourſelf; this comes of your tra- 
velling; all the town knows how you and 
my lady live together; and I muſt tell you 
vou excuſe me A that my neice fſuf- 
ferz by the bargain; prudence, my Lord, 
is a, very fine thing,” 


Lord Min. So 18 a long neckcloth nicely | 


twiſted into 2 Buttonthole, - but I Went 
chuſe to wear onej—you'll excuſe me! 
Sir Fo bn. I with that he who firſt chan d 
long neckcloths, for ſuch things as you 
Wear, had the wearing ofa twiſted neck- 
cloth chat Twor'd give him. 


Lord 


e a tas ka ao Do. i. ads } ds mc 2 ae es. Ew; 
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Lord Min.; Pry'thee, Baronet, don't be 
ſo horridly out of the way; prudence 1 15 
a very vulgar virtue, and ſo incomparible 
with our preſent eaſe and refinement, that 
a prudent man of faſhion, is now as great 
à miracle as a pale woman, of quality; we 
got rid of our mauvais houte, at the time 
thar we; imported our beer s rouge, 
_ their morals.  _ 

Sir John. Did you, ever hear the like! 
1 am not ſurpriz'd, my Lord, that you 
think ſo lightly, and talk ſo vainly, who 
are ſo polite a huſband; your lady, my 

couſin, is a fine woman, and brought you 
a fine fortung, and deſerves better uſage. 

Lord Min. Will you have her, Sir John? 
She is very much at your ſervice, _ 
Sir Jobm. Profligate What did you 
Werd her for, my Lord? 

Lord Min. Convenience Marriage is 
not now-a-days, an affair of inclination, 
but convenience; and they who marry for 
love, and ſuch old-faſhion'd ſtuff, are to 
me as ridiculous as thoſe that advertiſe for 
an agreeable companion in a poſt-chaiſe. 

Sir Fohn. I have done, my Lord; Miſs 
Thms ſhall either return with me into 
the country, or not a penny ſhall ſhe ha- 
ve from Sir John Trotley, Baronet. . 

IN biſtles and walks about. 

Mi iſs Titt. Tam frighten'd out of my wits! 

Lord Minikia ſings and ſit. ts e 


380 jo Bon Ton; ot 


Si. John. Pray, my Lord, what huſ⸗ 
bind 3 is this you have got for bees 0! 0 


Lord Min. 'A friend of mine; a man of 


wit, and a fine gentleman. 

Kr John. May be ſo, and yet make a 
damn'd huſhand for all that. You'll excu- 
| ſe me !—Whar eſtate has be, pray? 

Lord Min. He's a Colonel; his elder 
brother, Sir Tan Tivy, will certainly 
break his neck, and then my friend will 
be a happy man. 


Sir Fobn. Here's morals !—a happy man 


when his brother has broke his neck !—a 
happy man—Mercy on me! 

Lord Min. Why he'll have fix thouſand 
a year, Sir John 

Sir Fobn. I don't care what he'll have, 
nor I don't care what he is, nor who my 
niece marries; ſhe'is a fine lady and let 
her have a fine gentleman; I ſhan't hinder 
her; I'll away into the country to-mor- 
row, and leave you to your fine doings; 
J have no reliſh for 'em, not I; I can't li- 
ve among you, nor eat with you, nor ga- 
me with you; I hate cards and dice, I 
will neither rob nor be robb'd; I am con- 
rented with what I have, and am very 


Happy, my Lord, though my brother has 


nor broke his neck ;—you'll excuſe me! 
8 [ Extt. 
Lord Min. Ha, ha, ha! Come, fox, co- 
me out of your hole! Ha, , ha, that _. 
nes ; Miſs 
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- Miſs Titt.. Indeed, my Lord, you have 
undone me; not a foot ſhall I have of. 
Trotley Manor, that's poſitive - but no 
matter, there's no danger of his breaking 
his neck, fo I'll een make myſelf happy 
with what I have, and behave to him, for 
the future, as if he was a poor relation. 
| Lord Min. [kneeling, ſnatching her hand, 
and kiſſing it.] I muſt kneel and adore you 
for your ſpirit; my ſweet, eons. Lu- 
cretia ! | | 


Re-enter Sir JOHN. 


Sir John. One thing I had forgot. [ ſtarts. 

Miſs Titt. Ha! he's here again! 

Sir 1 Why, what the devil —. 
heigho! my niece Lucretia, and my vir- 
tuous Lord, ſtudying ſpeeches for the good 
of the nation.— Ves, yes, you have been 
making fine ſpeeches, indeed, my Lord; 
and your arguments have prevail d, 1 ſee. 
I.beg your pardon, I did not mean to in- 
terrupt your ſtudies—you'll excuſe me, my; 
Lord! 

Lord Min. ¶ ſmiling, and mocking bim. 
You'll excuſe ne Sir John! | ol 1 
Sir John. O yes, my Lord, but. Im 

afraid the devil won't excuſe you at — 
proper time — Miſs Lucretia, how do you, 
child! You are to be married ſoon—l wiſh 
the gentleman joy, Miſs Lucretia; he is 
a beppy man to be ſure, and will Want 
not ling 
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nothing but the breaking of his brother's 
neck to be completely ſo ne 
mM Titt. Upon my wad — mon 
are always putting bad conſtruttions upon 
things; my Lord lias been ſolliciting me 
to matry his friend—and having that mo- 
met etorted a eonſent from me he 
Was thanking idem joy in this 
fooliſh manner... '[hefitating. 
Sin Fobn. Is that all! but how came you ; 
here, child? did you fly down rhectiim- 4 
ney, or in at the window? for I don't re- | 
member ſeeing you when I was here be- | 
fore. 
: Miſs Titt. How can you talk ſo, Sir 
John You really confound me with 
your ſuſpicions and then yowalk ſo ma- 
ny queſtions, and I have ſo many things 
to do, that—thar— upon my word, if 1 
dont make haſte, I ſhan'r get my dreſs rea- 
dy. for the ball, ſo 1 muſt run—You'llex- 
cuſe me, Uncle! | [Exit running. 
Sir Job. A fine hopeful young Lady 
that, , my Lord. 
3 ' Lord Min. She's well- bred and has wit. 
5 ; Sir Jobn. She has wit and breeding 
,enous Zh to laugh at her relations, and be eſtow 
"Favours on your Lordſhip; but I muſt tell 
Jou-plainly , my Lord you'll excufe me 
7 Athats your martying your Lady, my cou- 
fin; to uſe her ill, and ſending for my 


r N couſin, to debauch en 
| Lord 
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Tod Nin. You're warms Sir John and 
don” t know the world, and I weiter oe 
tend with ignorance and paſſion; live it 
me ſome time, and you'll be ſatisfied, of 
my honour and good intentions to,,you 
and your family; in the mean time com- 
mand my houſe; -! muſt attend immedia- 
tely Lady Filligree's , maſquerade, and 1 
am ſorry you won't make one with us 1 
here, Jeſſamy, give me my domino, and 
call a chair; and dont let my eb aa 
for any thing; you'll . me, Sir John, 
tol, lol, derol, cc. [Exit fging. 


Sin John. The world's at an end here' 8 
work; here are precious doings] this 
Lord! is a pillar of the ſtate too; no 
wonder that the building is in danger with 
ſuch, ratten ſupporters heigh ho — 
and then my poor Lady Minikin, what 3 
friend and huſband ſhe is bleſy'd with! 
let me confider!—ſhow'd I tell the good 
woman of theſe pranks, I may only make 
more miſchief, and may hap, go near to 
kill her, for ſhe's as tender as, ſhe's, 'Vite 
tuous;-poor Lady! Ill een go and com- 
fort her directly, endeavour to draw her 
from the wickedneſs of this town into ho 
country, where ſhe ſhall have _ 
fowling, and fiſhing, to keep up eh hom 
and when I die, I will leave her ti Ae 
" my fortune, with which li inrend 
7 Orewitd 
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| n home as faſt as I can, you may follow 
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reward the virtues of Miſs Lueretia Tit- 
cup, with a fee to her! . 


| Lady Min1x1N's Apartments 


Lady MiN IK IN and Colonel 71 vv 
. - diſcovered. 

Lady Min. Don't urge it, Colonel; 1 

can't think of coming home from the maſ- 

querade this evening, tho“ I ſhou'd- paſs 


or my niece, it wou'd make an uproar 


among the ſervants; and perhaps from 
the miſtake break off your match with 


Tittup. 


Col. Tivy. My dear Lady Minikin, you 
know my marriage with your niece is on- 
ly a ſecondary conſideration ; my firſt and 
principal object is you—you, Madam!— 
therefore, my dear Lady, give me your 
promiſe. to leave the ball with me; you 
muſt, Lady Minikin; a bold young fellow 
and a ſoldier as I am, ought not to be 
kept from plunder when the town has ca- 
pitulated. 

- Lady Min. But it has not capitulated, 
and perhaps never will; however, Colo- 
nel, ſince you are fo furious, I muſt 
come to terms, I think—Keep your eyes 
upon me at the ball, I think I may ex- 
pec̃t that, and when 1 drop my handker- 
chief, tis your ſignal for purſuing; I ſhall 


me 


an, Wes Wn 


fo 
. 
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me as faſt as you can; my Lord and Tit- 
tup will be otherwiſe employ'd; Gymp 
will let us in the back way no, no, my 
heart miſgives me! 

Col. Tiv. Then I am miſerable! | 

Lady Min. Nay, rather than you ſhould 
be miterable, Colonel, I will indulge your 
martial ſpirit; meet me in the field; the- 
re's my gauntlet. | Throws down her glove. 

. Col, Teo. [Seizing it:] Thus IT accept your 
ſweet challenge; and if I fail you, may L 
hereafter, both i in love and war, be brand- 


ed with the name of coward. 
| [Fneels and kiſſes her bend. 


Enter Sir 1 o HN, opening the door. ] | 


Sir Jobn.. May I preſume, couſin. 


Lady Min. Ha! [ /qualls. 
Sir John. Mercy upon us, whar are we 
at now? [looks aſtoniſhed. 


Lady Min. How can you be ſo rude, Sir 


John, to come into a Lady's room, without 


firſt knocking at the door? you. have 
frighren'd me out of my wits! __ 
Sir Fohn. J am ſure you have frighten'd 
me out of mine! 6 
Cl. Tiv. Such rudeneſs deſerves death! 
Sir Fobz, Death indeed! for ſhall ne- 


ver recover myſelf again! All pigs of the 


ſame ſtye! all ſtudying for- the  good/of 
the nation! e 
Lady Min. We muſt gehe Naoki FEW 


nor na him. * aſide to the Colonel. 
B b Col. 


— — ů ů — dire tans bones 


— ena te ras. 


| 
| 
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Col. Tio, Iwou' d cut his throat if you'd 
permit me. [Aſide to Lady Minikin. 
Sir John. The Devil has got his hoof 
into the houſe, and has corrupted the 
whole family; Tl get out of it as faſt as 
I can, leaſt he ſhou'd lay hold of me too. 
BAL? 8 | Going. 

Lady Min. Sir John, T muſt inſiſt upon 
your not going away in a miſtake. _ 

Sir John. No miſtake, my Lady, Iam 
thoroughly convinced—mercy on me! 

Lady Min. I muſt beg you, Sir John, 
not to make any wrong conſtructions upon 
this accident; you muſt know, that the 
moment you was at the door—lI had pro- 
mis'd the Colonel no longer tobe his ene- 

my in his deſings upon Miſs Tittup 
this threw him into ſuch a rapture—thar 
upon my promiſing my intereſt with you 
—and wiſhing him joy—he-fell upon his 
knees, and—and—{/aughing] ha, ha, ha! 

Col. Tiv. Ha, ha, ha! yes, yes, I fell 
upon my knees, and - and 

Sir 'Fobn. Ay, ay, fell upon your knees 
and—and- Ha! ha! a very good joke 
faith; and the beſt of it is, that they are 
wiſhing joy all over the houſe upon the 
ſame occaſion: and my Lord is wiſhing 
joy, and I wiſh him joy and you with all 

my heart, 

Lady Min. Upon my word, Sir John, 

your cruel ſuſpicions affect me ſtrongly ; 


and 


v»& — 
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and tho' my reſentment is curb'd by my 
regard, my tears cannot be reſtrain'd; 
tis the only reſource is innocence has 
left e e [ Exit crying. 
Col. Tiv. I reverence you, Sir, as a 
relation to that Lady, but as her flanderer I 
deteſt you: her tears muſt be dried, and 
my honour ſatisfied; you know what I 
mean; take your choice; — time, place, 
ſword or piſtol; conſider it calmly, and 
determine as you pleaſe; I a am foldier, 
Sir John. Exit. 
Sir John. Very fine, truly! and fo be- 
tween the crocodile and the bully, my 
throat is to be cut; they are guilty of all 
ſort of iniquity, and when they are diſco- 
ver'd, no humility and repentance; | 
the Ladies have reſource to their tongues 
or their tears, and the gallants to their 
ſwords.— That I may not be drawn in by 
the one, or drawn upon by the other, I'll 
hurry into the country while I retain my 


ſenſes, and can ſleep in a whole ſkin. 
Exit. 


END or THE FIRST ACT. 
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PU C1” IF, SCENE I. 


(res Sir JohN and een vs 


Fir THERE is no bearing this! what 
Jobu. a land are we in! upon my word, 
Mr. ſeſſamy, you ſhould look well to the 
houſe, there are certainly rogues about 
it: for I'did but croſs the way juſt now to 
the Pamphlet- ſhop, to buy a touch of the 
times, and they have taken my hanger 
from my ſide; ay, and had a pluck at my 
watch too, but I heard of their tricks, and 
had it ſew'd to my pocket. 

Jeſſ. Don't be alarm'd, Sir John; tis a 
very common thing, and if you will walk 
the ſtreets without convoy, you will be 
pick'd up by privateers of all kinds; ha, ha! 

Sir John. Not be alarm'd when I am 
robb'd !\—why, they might have cut my 
throat with my own hanger; I ſhan't ſleep 
a wink all night; ſo pray lend me ſome 
weapon of defence, for I am ſure if they 
attack me in the open ſtreet, they'll be 
with me at night again. 

Feſſ. TU lend you my own ſword, Sir 
John; but be aſſur'd there's no danger; 
there's robbing and murder cry'd every 

night under my window; but it no more 
diſturbs me, than the ticking of my watch 
at my bed head. 


Sir 
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Sir John. Well, well, be that as it will, 
I muft be upon my guard; what a dread- 
ful place this is! but 'ris all owing to the 
corruption of the times; the great folks 
game, and the poor folks rob; no wonder 


that murder enſues; ſad, fad. fad !—— 


well, let me but get over his night, nj 


Fl Jeave this den "of thieves to-morrow 
how long will your Lord and Lady ſtay it 


this maſking and mummery before they 
come home? 


Feſſ. Tis impoſſible to ſay the time, 
Sir; that merely depends upon the ſpirits 
of the company and the nature of the en- 
tertainment: for my own part, I general. 


ly make i it myſelf till four or five in the 


morning. 
Sir John. Why, what this devil do you | 


make one at theſe maſqueradings ? 


Feſſ. I ſeldom miſs, Sir; I may venture 


to ſay that nobody knows the trim and 
ſmall talk of the place better than I do; 1 
was always reckon'd an incomparable maſk. 


Sir John. Thou art an incomparable cox- 
comb, I am ſure. IAſide. 
Jef An odd, ridiculous accident hap- 
dend to me at a maſquerade three years 
ago; I was in tip-top ſpirits, and had 


drank a little too freely of the Champai- 


one, I believe. 
Sir eee You'll be hang'd , I believe. 
e 
Bb 3 Fe 
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FJeſſ. Wit flew about. In ſhort, I was 
in ſpirits; at laſt, from drinking and rattl- 
ing, to vary the pleaſure, we went to 
dancing: and who do your think I danc'd 
a minuet with? he! he! pray gueſs, Sir 
ohn? 
Si. John. Danc'd a minuet with. 
[Half 4 de. 
57. . My own beg that's TY ; theeyes 
of the whole aſſembly were upon us; my 
Lady dances well, and I believe, I am 
pretty tolerable: after the dance, I was 
running into a little coquetry, and ſingll 
talk with her. 
Sir John. With your Lady ?— Chaos is 
come again! IAſide. 
Jeſſ. With my Lady but upon my turn- 
ing my hand thus Conceitediy] egad, 
ſhe caught me; whiſper'd me who I was; 
I wou'd fain have laugh'd her out of it, but 
it wou'd not do;—no, no Jeſſamy, ſays 
ſhe, I am not to be deceiv'd: pray wear 
gloves for the future; for you may as 
well go bare-fac'd, as ſhew that hand and 
diamond ring. | 
Sir Fohn. What a fink of iniquity !— 
Proſtitution on all ſides! from the Lord 
to the pick-pocket: [afide.] Pray, Mr. 
Jeſſamy, among your other virtues, I ſup- 
poſe you game alittle, eh, Mr. Jeſſamy? 
Feſſ. A lictle whiſt or ſo but lam ty'd 
up from the dice; I muſt never touch a box 
again. Sir 
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Sir John. I wiſh you was ty'd up ſome- 


where elſe; I ſweat from top to toe! 


[afide.] Pray lend me your ſword, Mr. Jef- 
ſamy; I ſhall go to my room; and let my 
Lord and Lady, and my neice Tittup know, 
that I beg they will excuſe ceremonies, 


that I muſt be up and gone before they go 


to bed; and that I have a moſt profound 
reſpe& and love for them, and that 
I hope we ſhall never ſee one another 


again as long as we live. 


Jef. I ſhall certainly obey your com- 
mands; what poor ignorant wretches, the- 
ſe country gentlemen are? [A/ide and Exit. 

Sir John. If I ſtay in this place another. 


day, it wou'd throw me into a fever! Oh 


I wiſh it was morning—this comes of viſit- 


ing my relations! 


Euter DA V, drunk. 


So, you wicked wretch you—where 


have you been, and what have you been 
doing ? 958 
Dav. Merry- making, your honour 
London for ever | 

Sir John. Did not I order you to come 
directly from the play, and not be an 
and raking about? | 

Dav. Servants don't do what they are 
bid in London. 

Sir John. And did not I 2 you not 
to make a jackanapes of re and tye 


your hair vp like a monkey ?— | 
Bb 4 Dav. 
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Da. And rherofore: I did it—no pleaſe 
ing the Ladies without this—my- Lord's 
ſervants call you an old-out-of-faſhion'd 
Godgor, and be OO” me e 
What. 

91879 John. Here's an imp oof the devil !—. 
he is undone, and will poiſon the whole 


eountry—Sirrah, get every _— e 


11 be going directly. 
Dav. To bed, Sir —1 want to _ to 
bed myſelf; Sir. 
Sir John. Why How" now 
drunk too, Sirrah. ' 
Da- I am a little, your een „be- 
cauſe F have been drinking. 
Sir: John. That is not a yen have 


been in bad company, Sirrah! 
Dav. Indeed, your honour's miſtaken, 


I never kept ſuch good company in all my 
life. 


yan are 


ſtand me Where have you ver ou 


drunkard? 
Dav. Drinking, to be ſure, If I am 4 


drunkard; and if you had been drinking 
too, as I have been, you wou'd not be in 
ſuch a paſſion with a-body—ir makes one 
fo good-natur d— — 

Sir John. This is another addition to 
my misforrunes! I ſhall have this fellow 
carry into the country as many vices as 


will corrupt the whole pariſh. 
JHA NGC | : Dav, 


Sir Fobu. The fellow does not under: | 


— © SORE © NY CO e! . 
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Dav. Tl take what I _ to be: fare, 
your Worſhip. Nn 
Sir John. "Ger away , you beaſt you} . 
and ſleep off rhe debauchery you have com 
tracted this fortnight, or I ſhall leave you 
behind, as a proper perſon to make one 
of his Lordſhip's family. 4030 rens 
Dav. So much the better give me 
more wages, leſs work, and the key of 
the ale=cetiur; and I am your ſervant, if 
not eee ee with another. | 
1 [ ſtruts about. 

Sir Fobn. Here's a reprobate !—-this is 
the completion of my miſery ! but 
harkee Villain—go to bed—ang fleep off 
your iniquity, and then pack up thethings, 
or I'll pack you off to r and tra- 
port you for life. Exit. 
Dav. That for you old Codger ſnaps 

| bis fingers] I know the law better than 
to be frighten'd with moon-ſhine! I wiſh 
that I was to live here all my days 
this is life indeed! a Servant lives: up to 
his eyes in clover; they have wages, and 
board wages, and nothing to do, but to 
grow fat and ſaucy—they are as happy as 
their maſter, they play for ever at-cards, 
ſwear like Emperors, drink like fiſhes, 
and go a wenching with as much eaſe, and 
tranquility, as if they were going to a 


ſermon! Oh! tis a fine life! n n 
S CEN E 


4 
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4 Chamber in Lord Mixtzin's Horſe. 


Bae Lord Mi NIK IN, and Miſs TI r- 
#47 UP, in Maſquerade dreſſes, light- 
DAY ed by JesSAmvy. 

Lord Min. Set down the candles, Jeſſa- 
my, and ſhou'd your Lady come home 
let me know be ſure you are not out of 
the way. 

Zeſj. J have liv'd too long with your 
Lordſhip, to need the caution—who the 
Devil have we got now? but that's my 
Lord's buſineſs, and not mine. Exit. 

Miſs Titt. [pulling off ber maſk.} Upon 
my word, 'my Lord, this coming home 
fo ſoon from the maſquerade 1s very im- 
prudent, and will certainly be obſerv'd— 
I am moſt inconceiveably frighten'd I can 
aſſure you—my Uncle Trotley has a light 
in his room; the accident this morning 
will certainly keep him upon the watch— 
pray, my Lord, let us defer our meetings 
*till he goes into the country—l find that 
my Engliſh heart, tho” it has ventur'd ſo 
far, grows fearful, and aukward to prac- 
tile the freedoms of warmer climates —— 
[my Lord takes her by the band] If you will 
not © defit, my Lord -e are ſeparated for 
ever —the ſight of the precipice turns my 
head, I have been giddy with it too long. 


and muſt turn from it while I can—pray 


< 
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be quiet, my Lord, I will meet * to- 
Morrow. 7 \Ny 

Lord Min. To-morrow! tis an age in 

my ſituation ler the weack, baffiful, 
coyiſh whiner be intimidated with theſe 
faint alarms, but let the bold experienced 
lover kindle at the danger, and like the 
Eagle in the mid'ſt of ſtorms thus pounce 
upon his prey. | [rakes hold of ber. 

- Miſs Titt. Dear, Mr. Eagle, be merci- 
ful, pray let the poor Pidgeon fly for this 
once. 

Lord Min. If I do my Dove, may I be 
curs'd to have my wife as fond of me, as 
I am now of thee. | [offers to kiſs her. 

Jeſſ. {without knocking at the door. 1 M ö 
Lord, my Lord! | 
Miſs Titt. [Screames.] Ha! 

Lord Min. Who's there? 


Feſ]. [ peeping.] Tis I, my Lord, may 


I come in? 

Lord Min. Damn the fellow ! What's 
the matter? | 

Feſſ. Nay, not much my Lord—only 
my Lady's come home. 

Miſs Tite. Then I'm undone what ſhall 


I do?—F'l run into my own room. 


Lord Min. Then ſhe wan meet you going 


to her's. 


Jeſſ. There's s a dark, deep cloſer; wy 
AID may hide herſelf there. 
Miſe 


6 
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Miſe Titt. For heaven's ſake: put me in- 
to it, and when her Ladyſhip's ſafe, let me 
leo my mmm an eſcape have 
Shad! 75 
| Lord Min. The moment ads evil ſpirit 
is laid, III ler my angel out puts ber in- 
20 the cloſer. lock the door on the inſide 
—Come ſoftly to my room, Jeſſamſy— 
+ Fefj. If a board creaks, your Lordſhip 
| ſhall never give ine" a lacd waiſteoat again. 
„„ oe lt; ah tara 


eG Y MP en in Lach M 1N1, K 1 N, 

an Colonel TIVV, in Ake 
ha dreſjes. od 
mp. Pray, my Lady, go no — 
with the Colonel, I know you mean no- 
thing but innocence, but I'm ſure there 
will be blood ſhed, for my Lord is cer- 
tainly in the boute—l 1 tale BY FRE | 
that I heard — 

Col. Tv, It can't be 1 cell you; we left 
him this moment at the maſquerade 1 
ſpoke to him before I came out. 

Lady Min. He's too buſy and too well 
employ'd to think of home but don't 
tremble ſo, Gymp. There is no harm 
I aiture you—rhe Colonel is to marry my 
Niece, and it is proper to ſettle ſome mat- 
ters relating to it— they are left to us. 

Uymp. Yes, yes, madam, to be ſure it 


is — that you talk together —I know 
you 
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you mean nothing but innocence—— 
indeed rhere will be blood-ſhed.  * 


Col. Tivy. The Girl's a fool. I haue no. 


ſword by my fide. 


Gymp. But my Lord has, and you may 5 


kill one another with that I know you 
mean nothing but innocence, but I cer- 


tainly heard him go up the back- ſtairs into 


his room talking with Jeſſamy. 

Lady Min. Tis impoſſible bur the girl muſt 
have fancy'd this—Can't you alk Whiſp, 
or Mignon, if their maſter is come in? 


Gp. Lord, my Lady, they are al- 


ways drunk before this, and aſſeep in the 


kitchen, 
Lady Min. This frighten'd fool has ma- 


de me as ridiculous as herſelf; hark 
Colonel, Fll ſwear there is ſomerhing.. 
upon the ſtairs; now I am in the field I 


find I am a Coward. 


Gymp. There will — be blood- 


thed. 


back way then. [ Going. 
Gymp. O dear my Lady, there is ſo- 
mebody coming up them too. 


Col. Iivy. Zounds! I've got between two 4 


fires! 


Lady Min. Run into the cloſer. 


Col. Tivy. [runs to the cloſet] There's no. 


retreat—the door is lock'd! 


Lady Min. Behind the chimney -boar. d, , | 


zy MP. 
Vor. III. Cc Col. 


Col. Tivy. Pi lip down with Gymp this 
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Col. Tivy. T ſhall certainly be taken pri- 
ſoner il. es behind the board} you'll let me 
hen the enemy's decamp'd. 

2 A Min. Leave that to med you, 
Gymp, go down the back“ ſtairs, and lea- 
ve me to face my Lord, f think I can 
2 him at bypoeriſy. . os _ 


Ents. Lord MI NIK I N. 


Lora Min. What! is your Ladyſhip ſo 
ſo return'd from Lady Fillagree's? 

Lady Min. I am ſure, my Lord Tought 
to be more ſurpriz'd at your being here ſo 
ſoon when I ſaw you fo well entertain'd 
in a tete-a- tete with a Lady in crimfon— 
ſuch ſights my Lord, will always drive me 
from my moſt favourite amuſements. 

Lord Min. You find at leaſt, that the 
Lady, whoever ſhe was, cou'd not engage 
me to ſtay, when 1 found Foun oP * 
had left the ball. | 
Lady Min. Your [Lotdthip! 8 ſneering 
upon my unhappy temper, may be a proot 
of your wit, but is none of your huma- 
nity; and this behaviour is as great an in- 
fult upon me, as even your falſehood it- 
ſelf. ELLE IU] P [Pretends to weep. 

Lord Min. Nay, my dear Lady Mini- 
kin; if you are reloly'd to play tragedy, I 
fhall'roar away too, and pull out my cam- 
brick handkerchief. - 

Lady Min. I think, my Lr, we had bet⸗ 
ter retire to our apartments ; ; my 8 

an 
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and your brutality will only expoſe us to 
our fervants—where is Tittup, pray 
Lord Min. I left her with the Colonel 
a maſquerade to young folks, upon the 
point of matrimony, is as delightful as it 
is diſguſting to thoſe who are happily mar- 
ried, and are wiſe enough to love home, 
and the company of their wives. 
| [Takes hold of her hand. 
Lady Min. Falſe man !—I had as lieve 
a toad touch'd me. [Afede. 
Lord Miu. She gives me the friſonne— 
I muſt propoſe to ſtay, or I ſhall never get 
rid of her [afide.]—-I am quite aguiſh to- 
night, he he- do my dear, let us make 
a little fire here, and have a family tete-d- 
tte, Ke way of novelty. LA. 4 bell. 


Enter JEss Au v. 


Let em e away that eee 
and light a fire here immediately. 

Lady Min. What ſhall Ido ? [afide]— 
Here, . there is no occalion—l 
am going to my own chamber, and my 
Lord won't ſtay hereby himſelf. [Exit Feff. 

Lord Min. How cruel it is, Lady Mi- 
nikin, to deprive me of the pleaſure of a 
domeſtic duetto -A gpod eſcape, faith ! 
1 [Apde. 
Lady Min. I have too much regard for 
Lord Minikin, to agree to any thing. thee 
would afford him fo little pleafure— 


Hall retire to my own apartments. 
8 2 . Lor 


4a Bon Ton; or 


Lord Min. Well, if your Ladyſhip wilt 


be uel, I muſt ſtill like the miſer, ſtarve 


and ſigh, tho poſſeſſed of the greateſt trea- 


ſare.—{bows] I wiſh: your Eadyſhip a good 
nige Ie takes one candle, and Lady Mini- 


Kin nbi other.] may Ipreſume— Salutes her. 


bindy Uin. LVour ne too oblig- 
id&—naſty mann I[Aſide. 
Lord Min. Difizreedble, ee Aide. 
f They wipe their li pr and exeunt ceremoniouſly, 
H Lit. peeping out of the cloſet.] All's 
filent now, and quite dark; what has been 
doing here I cannot guels: long to be 


reliev d, I wiſh my Tord was come but | 


1 hear a noiſe! she lm the door: 
Col. Ty. | n over the chimney-board.}] 
I wonder my Lady does not come 1 
would not have Miſs Tittup know of this 


-—twou'd be ren thouſand pounds out of 


my way, and I can't afford to give ſo much 
—— little gallanty. 

F. Miſs Pitt. [comes forward. Wh tent 
— Colonel ſay to find his bride, un 13 
to be in this critical ſituation. {3 
Beer Lord Mi Nik IN, at one door in the dark. 

Lord Min. Now to relieve my priſo- 
der [[ll̃somes forward. 
Enter Lady M1N1kin, at the other door. 

"Lady Min. My poor Colonel will be as 
en as if he were beſieg'd in garri- 

ſon, 1. muſt releaſe him 

drab 322 at Going towards. the * 


i; 
IR - &' - Lord 


4 
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N Lond Min. Hift—hif Ia ab hreolk 
Miß -Titt. Lady Min. and Colonel: Tioga 
Here! here! — · nn men dns 
Lord: Mine This way: pod þ— 214) 
hh Min. Softiye They all grape ab 
till Lord Minikin has got Huy 
iin, and the Colonel 4% Linx | 
Dy Kir John. | ſpeaks without] Light this 
way, il ſay; Lam ſure e ure thieves, 
ger! a blunderbuſs. SILLY r A 5 
Jeſſ. Indeed you me i] ee d mo- 
body but the ne 2; [47 Rand and farc 
tonne SLY: io 
Enter Sir J oN, in 2 cap's and banges 
d drew ,. with IESS AMT. 
Sir John. Give me the candle, I'll fer- 
* em out I Warrant, bring a blunderbuſs, 
Ifay; they have been ſkipping about that 
gallery in the dark this half hour; there 
muſt be miſchief—T have watch'd em into 
this room—ho, ho, are you there? if 
you ſtir, you are dead men—[fhey retire] 
—and | ſeeins the ladies] women too! 
egad ha! what's this? the ſame party 
again! andtwo couple they are of as Choke 
ce mortals as ever were/hatch'd in this 
righteous town—you'll excuſe me, cou- 
fins! 7 [ They all look confounded. 
Lord Min. In the name of wonder, * 
comes all this about?! 42 
Sir John. Well, but berge my der. 
ſins, have you not got wrong partners? 
| W has been ſome miſtake in the dark; I 
* Cc 3 am 
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am mighty: glad that I have brought you a 
candle, fo. ſet all to rights again — you'll 
exeuſe me, gentlemen and ladies 
Enter GY MD, with a candle. wit 
boGymp.c What in the name of e is 
the matter? 
Sir John. Why the old matter, und the 
old game, Mrs. Gymp, and Ill match my 
couſins here at it, n all the worlds 
and:I fay done firſt. bei 
Lord Min. What is che meaning, Sin Joha, 
of all this tumult and conſternation? may 
not Lady Minikin and I, and the Colonel 
and your niece, be ſeen in my houſe toge- 
ther without your raiſing the family, and 
making this nproar and confuſion ?. | 
Sir Fobn. Come, come, good folks, I ſee 
you are all confounded, Ill ſertle this mat- 
ter in a moment as for you Colonel—tho' 
you have nor deſerv'd plain dealing from 
me, I WFilnow be ſerious—you imagine 
this young lady has an independent fortu- 
| beſides expectations from me—'tis a 
miſtake, ſhe has no expectations from me; 
if ſhe marry you, and I don't conſent to her 
marriage, ſhe will have no fortune at all. 
Col. Tivy. Plain dealing is a jewel, and to 
ſhow you, Sir John, that I can pay you in 
kind, 1 am moſt fincerely oblig'd to you for 
our intelligence, and Iam, ladies, your 
mot obedient humble ſervant ſhall ſee 
oy my Lord, at the club to-morrow ?— 
ef 19 1 23 Exit Col. TX 
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Lord Min. Suns doute mon eber Colonel 
on meet you there whithour-tath ahnt 
Sir John. My Lord, youll habe ſomes 


thing elſe to do W²]]ͥ/ 
Lord Min. Indeed! what is that god 
Sir John: 7 N 1571er 3 


Si John. You muſt meet; T0 our lawyers 
and creditors to-morrow, and be told hüt 

ou have always turn'd a deaf ear to xhat 
the diſſipation of your fortune ànd mdrats 


muſt be followed by yeats of parfiawgy 


and repentancè us you are fond of gbin 
abroad you may indulge that inclindtio 
without having it in your . to indulge 
any other. tl, 


Lord Min. Tbe bum!ein b 18 no fo 1. and 
is damn'd fatirical— Fa Aſide. 


Sir Joby. This Kind of quarantine 5 pe- 
ſtilential minds, will bring you to your | ene 
ſes, and make you renounce foreian vices 
and follies, and return with Joy to your 
country and property again regd that, my 
Lord, and know your fate. [Gives a I 55 

"Land Min. What an abomination t 0 
that a man of faſhion, and a nobleman, 
ſhall be oblig'd to ſubmit M the ws of 
his country. e 307 JIE 


Gin eie Thank ee 125 „ue 
are in that country — Lou a Ji 


Ne 


, 


air Sight 92 do . you are 
diſ- 
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gdiſtreſs'd, I am at your ſervice—what ſay 
ns my Lady? 

Lady Min. However appearances have 
condemn' d me, give me leave to diſavow 
the ſubſtance of thoſe appearances: My 
mind has been tainted, but not profligate 
your kindneſs and example may reſtore 
me to my former natural Englith conſtitu- 
tion. 

Sir Fohn. Will you reſign your Lady to 
me, my Lord for a time? 

| lg Min. For ever, dear Sir John, 
without a murmur, 

Sir John. Well, Miſs, and what ſay you? 

Miſs Titt. Guilty, uncle. [Curtſeying. 

Sir. John. Guilty! the devil you are? 
of what? 

Miſs Titt. Of conſenting to marry one, 
whom my heart could not approve, and 
coquerting with another which friendſhip, 
duty, honour, morals, and every thing, 
bur faſhion, ought to have forbidden. 

Sin John. Thus then, with the wife of 
one under this arm, and the miſtreſs of 
another, under this, I ſally forth a Knight 
Errant, to reſcue diſtreſs'd damſels from 
thule monſters, foreign vices, and Bon 
Ton, as they call it; aud I truſt that every 
Engliſh hand and heart here, will aſſiſt me 
in ſo deſperate an undertaking You'd 


excuſe me, Sirs! 7:0" 57 
E N 4: $ 
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